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The Country Farmers ope their rural Store 
The ſquabbling Buyers ſwarm about their Carts, 
And ragged Baſket-women wait their Call. 
No Hackney-coaches crowd the Play-houſe Door; 
Oh how unlike the Nights, when Harlequin 
And a new Pantomime draws all the Town; 
Irrational Diverſion ! 

BruSSELLA, 
Gentlemen, | 
We've happ'ly ſpent the Night in dear Quadrille: 
 Duadrille, thou ſweet Amuſement of the Fair, 
Dearer than Sleep, thou Balm of all our Cares! 
No Beau's accompliſh'd if unſkill'd in thee — 
My Miſtreſs won't the Country leave this Week, 
So I command the Houſe ; ſay, will you drink 
A Diſh of Coffee, -Chocolate, or —_— 
Come, chooſe': for we will breakfaſt all together. 


REPLBEvIN. 


You both ike: Tha des ud Haier i 
Each Morn at Brown's it is our lov'd Potation ; 
Coffee is flat, and Chocolate is heavy. 


[Daſh 


- 


3 Ae rnb 3 


e COLO An Ea | 
But tell me, dear Cambricia, what Excuſe — 
Your ready Wit will make to colour o rr 
Your all Night's Abſence, and appeaſe your Mit? 
Unkind Stitebinda will diſcover all; 
nnn, 


| | CamBRIcka. * ey 
01 . Wan I'm younger 3 —— 

When Yeſterday at Noon you wrote me Word, 

That you and Daſbwell wou'd be here laſt Night, 

I feign'd a Letter in Aunt Holland's Name 

The Hand I counterfeited to a Hair, 

And ſent a Porter 'with it to my Miſtreſs. 

The Words were theſe : ** Madam, I'm juſt arriv'd 
« In Town, but being fatigu'd, defire you'll let 

« My little Niece come ſup with me To- night; 

« And, if the ſtays paſt Ten, you need not be 
% Uneaſy, ſhe ſhall lie with me all Night. 

« 'To-morrow I return by th' Wind/6r Coach, 

« And doubt I ſhan't have Time to call upon you; 
* But I will ſend her home by Nine !th* Morning.” 
I need not tell you that ſhe gave me LOG; 

My * here witneſſes her Conſent. 


Rev win 


| Dear little Rogne! O Woman for faveation 
If I do not requite thee for this Goodneſs, 


May I be doom'd to be a Hackney-writer| _ 
9 B 2 | Cams 


3 4 The Inrtroums wie. 


* 


bl ee! 
Sent phone" "ti > vn; Hr ul 

Forbid it M you Stars ! I hope, Nein, 

Von ſhortly be admitted an Attomey ß; 1 7 

You ſay, next Manth, chat you hav fre Yate fry 

And if you want fix Pounds to buy a Stamp 

For your Admiſſion, I will lend em you; 

I've heard you ſay chat it will coſt no more. 


__ Rue uvan: po TY TT, 
Tu ry to deſerve thy matchiefs —_— U 
And will 3n- Tine reward it. 1289 1 Fo 0 


avss zs. 


menen 5d oize abroW od 
Pray order ae Til 
Dafpwell and I muſt have « — « mak ha 
But well be With you ere 
i | N ee 
Your Haar 4 =——-wel, we'll pl yoa in Mower: 
i birt þ 4 
SCENE I. ee 
| | Daſwell and ve, 
— 
| What, 1 then it ſeems $ichinde uſt you Ml, 
| i 6 Jae the Bae of por wer 


Ss g- 


J $* 


* 
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Bauss LL A. 
Yeſterday Morning to their Shop I went 
Upon a Meflage, where glone I found- herr 
I aſc'd her. when ſhe ſaw/ you; ſhe with Fr.] s 
Reply'd, Laſt Sunday, in the Park with you. © 
Are you come here t' inſult me with your Conqueſt ? 
Madam, tis well, 'tis mighty well ; I hope f v8 
You'll ſhare the Fate of others who have — 


Thus ſhe went on, and raid with all the Rage 


Of ary” of "Py; and d T 


|  DacuwBLL. | 
Pray, whet eas tha Mal of all this — 


— 


Nuss A. 


I fmil'd, and ſnerring, told her, I was fure © 


beck Wk uy OE 0 OR of 


ou'd make a Canqueſt over whom ſhe pleas d | 
ao e arr Ry | 
From Bough to Bough,: you'd build your Neſt with me; 
She redden'd, but her high - ſwaln Paſlion choak'd d 
Her Words, vor could ſhe utter avy mare. 9 
I loudly laygh'd, and carcleſs humm d an Air, 
And told her I would fend you by and. by 
To eaſe her Grief-ſtung Soul, and ſweeten her 


Like Sugar dropp'd into a Diſh of Tea. 


B 3 DAs u- 


6 We IN TRIGUI Ne MILLINERS 


| DasnweLL. 
To beg I'd ſpend the Ev'ning at their Houſe ;; - , | 
I wav'd the loathd Appointment with a Lye, 
ne ee engag d wich you. 


Bx vsszI ba. 

O, W W SoC 
A clear Excuſe for being falſe to her, 
I like to hear you talk, but dare not truſt you; 
If falſe to one you will be ſo to all. 


DasnwBLi., 
Believe me, O Bruſſella, I am not 
By Nature fickle, but the pow'rful Force 
Of your ſuperior Charms has quite difloly'd 
The ſhort-liv'd Empire of Stitchinda's Eyes. 
Had Ine er ſeen you I might fill have loyd her, 


beende Af 
ine a Thouſand Faults, 
You've ſtill ſome fair Pretence to wipe em off; 
So I'll contend no more Come let us go 
To Breakfaſt, we are waited for below. . 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
The Out-fide of Bruſſella Houſe. . 
 Daſhwell. and Replevin, 


RepLevin. 
Well, Dabuell, we begin the long Vacation 
In Pleaſure ; Heaven grant it may continue 


DasnwELL. 
We”ll range the various Fields of ſoft Delight, 
And after we have cull'd the Flow'rs of one 
We'll go and revel in another's Sweets. 
Adieu; Tl ſee yon at the Sau at Eight 
I'll go to Miſs Stirchinda's, for Llong | 
To know how ſhe A 
Alu. 


SCENE IV, 
0 ReyLEvin alone. | 
I've long laid Siege to Miſs Cambricke's Virtue, 
In vain; her Honour's fix'd as firm as Pana 
Chaſte Love and Marriage only can prevail 
I can't diſpenſe with thoſe, yet flill Pl,woo her; 
I find her Purſe is at my humble Service — 


Stixchinda's made for Fleafure; TI purſue her 
nt, With 
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With double Warmth ; ſhe never was-unkind—— 
Daſtrwell of late has us us d her very eoldly : 

She may the Favour grant out of Revenge ; ; 
u give her hit Excaſe, and then ſhe fall. 


SCENE v. 


 Stitchinda” 5 Apartment 


STrTcninDa alone, . 


I cannot ſew ; Oh reſtleſs Jealouſy! 

Thou worſt of Plagues, thou'ſt poiſon'd all my Soul! 
Haunted by thee laſt Night I cou'd not cloſe 

My Eyes, and taſte the balmy Pow r of Sleep ! 2 
Oh Daſbæwell, why doſt thou poſſeſs my Thoughts, 
And I not thee ? Why art thou dear and falſe? 
Agreeable and kind ſhou d ever join. 

Tho" thou're inconſtant, thou haft powerful Charms, 
For thou haſt all the Arts of ſoft Addreſs, ; 
And ſteals into our Souls with ſweet Diſcourſe: 

Thy Letters, full of Senſe, and neatly wrote, 

Beyond Expreſſion fine, wou'd make a Veſtal 

Forget her God, and place her Heav'n in thee — 
Oh I muſt wean me from his ſoft Endearments, 

Hate the whole Sex, for that's the Way to Pence. 

I fancy, tho' he's all in all; T-ani'd ©" n 


For ſhe's my evil Genius, ſhe's m.] Baue: 


To her I owe this eruel Separatioh yn 
. 4 4 * 
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She'll triumph in the Conqueſt; and be kind, ' | 
Becauſe ſhe knowa twill pique'me—— Ha! methinks 
I ſee em naked in eachother's Arms, | 
I ſee em melt—— I can't bear the Thought. 
Female Invention, oh aſſiſt me now, 
Or hence abandon me to black Deſpair 
[ Hfter- a Pauſe.) F 
— I've Ti too calm, but when we meet again 
I'll ſhew a warm Reſentment at his Baſeneſs, 
Bear up with Spirit; tis his fav'rite Maxim, 
That Pride's the Life, the Soul, the All of Woman. 
O that he'd come I I burſt with Spleen for Vent. 


SCENE VI. 
Das#WELL alone. 


Methought I heard Stitchinda's Voice; it ſounded 
Angry—— She comes | and on her clouded Bro 
Reſentment low'rs ; her ſparkling Eyes have loſt | 
Their native Sweetneſs, and they you with Ire; 
The Roſes in her Cheeks have quite refign'd 
Their lovely Empire there, and languiſh with 

An aſhy Hue; the ſeems prepar'd to rail; 

No Matter, let her Paſſions work her up, 

She's bit her Nails ſo ſhort ſhe cannot ſcratch. 

Her Fury with redoubl'd Rage I'll meet, 

Strive to out bau l the Thunder of het Tengue, 
And ſilence Noiſe wih Noiſe; as Poiſons are 
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Expell'd by Poiſons. 'Tis reſolv'd,. Pll leave her ; 
Ill take this ſweet Occaſion to break off, 

For I am tir'd with Jealouſies and Jars. 


SCENE VE. 
Daſhwell and Stitchinda. 


STITCHINDA. 


So, Sir, you have at laſt vouchſaf d to come; 
Thy Baſeneſs, Artifice, I have diſcover'd, 

Thy Words and Oaths are faithleſs as the Seas. 
But I will be reveng'd for all my Wrongs, 

J will, altho' I periſh in th* Attempt ; 

And if I do, I'Il ſend my reſtleſs Ghoſt 

| To perfect what I left unfiniſh'd here. 


DasnwELL. i 
Madam, I pray compoſe your lovely Features, 
You'll make your Face ſo frightful by Diſtortion, 
That I ſhan't bear to ſee it any more. 


L 


STITCHINDA. 


My Face, in any Shape, exceeds Bruſſellas. 


| | Das RwEI L. 
No doubt, when you're the Judge, it far excels 
The Female World; ſo blind is vain Self- love 


STIT CHIN D4; 
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CL RE 


AK be de Wor the Ode 

t Night I ſent a Porter to your Chambers, 

To F u'd make a Party at Quadrilli: 

You wrote me Word your Maſter had engag'd you 

o ſup with him, and therefore cou'd not come. 
This I believ'd ; for who cqu'd have done leſs ? 

Till about Nine I Mary ſent an Errand, 

\nd as ſhe went, by Miſs Bruſ#/a's Door, 

t open'd, there ſhe ſaw thee enter, heard 

hee ſpeak, will ſwear't,/ d thou wart nem t ; 
\s if thou meant to win her with thy Cloatha. 
Inrag'd, I ſet a Watch to mark how long 

hou ſtay'd ; he waited there till three this Morn, 
But no Appearance of my Gentleman, 2 
He, to be ſure, muſt have a ſix Hours Chace; 
illain, I've known the Time when Half an Hour 
Has made thee dull and uſeleſs in my Arms. > 2; 


Dasnw ELI. 


The Fault was ; yours; Bruſſella is ſo ſweet, 

80 lovely, ſo engaging, always new, 
That ſhe ne'er palls ; ** Increaſe of Appetite 
Does grow by what it feeds on:“ She's 


# _ STITCHINDA. 
Will ſhe 


bopply hav with new Cloaths when thoſe are ragged ? 
Is 
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Is this the Recompence for all my Love? 

Tue toil'd for thee as never Girl tbibd; 

After Shop Hours, when other 'Prentices, 
Or with their Sweet-hearts toy d, or Ude to Rad; 


ou 
And in ſoft am'rous Dreams difloly'd away, 4s 
I ver'the lonely Taper ftitching ſaat | 
Till Noon of Night; Villain, and with theſe Hands 
I made thee Half a Dozen Holland Shirts, Th 


Of three half Crowns an Ell ; them neatly trimm'd 
With little, modiſh, Ruffles grafted *em, 
And double-ſtitch'd the Wriſt-bands ; _— to pleaſe the 
Wich the initial Letters of thy Name, 

Thy faithleſs a once dear ! I marked the Flaps— 


—J OS > a 


4 


8 | 


Well, Madam, in I all W 


jt . — 
- "4 4 


+ cans. AE" 


* #4 1 - 


This Seu? Villain thou ly'ſt; de be. 

Had finiſh'd em, one Eve I gravely told 

My Miſtreſs, that Affairs of Moment _ 

My being in the City, .call'd à Coach, % 

And to the Temple drove, where 2 Lag | 

Alone at Chambers; ſupperleß and ſad, - 

Becauſe thy vacant Purſe can d not aſſand 

A ſingle Shilling to ſupply thy Wants; 

Water from Hare-Court Pump was all thy Nun. 
1 lent thee ann. * | 


5 WW © Þ 
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a 


DasaWELL 


LL. 


ond AtronnEs Crnks, 13 
0 ye Pow 5 1280 


If falſe Aſperſions can awake „ue Mas, 
Pour down your Vengeance on her lying Tongue, 


Strike, ſtrike her dumb this Inſtant ! 


STITCHINDA., "a 
Then I gave thee | 

Thoſe well-made Shirts, more white in ths _ 
And when we'd ſpent two Hours in dull Diſcourſe, . 
Without the leaſt Acknowledgment of Love, 

Or amorous Requital, Payment cheap |! 

Thou fobb'd me with a cold inſipid Kiſs, 

And did not even hand me down the Stairs. 

O may'ſt thou, when thou art a eee 

Be paid as poarly by thy roguiſh Clients, 

And think the Judgment juſt. an 


Da$uWELL. 


Is this Stitebinda Poet ſure I dream; if 4 
What wou'd I give to wake Madam, I find 
Your Memory is ſhort ; did I not wait 
At Chambers for you by your own Appointment ? 
And did not I provide, againſt you came, 
Your fay'rite Diſh, a Lobſter, and Rack Punch; 
Did we not, after we'd regaP4 ourſelves, 
Together go to Bed, my Maſter's Bed, 
Which your nice Palate choſe, becauſe the Sheets 
Were 
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Were ſiner than my own; did we not ſpend 
The Night in Dalliance, Extaſy, and Bliſs ; 
Did not I fetch the Laundreſs in the Morn 
Tomake a Fire, and treated thee * 


| STITouNDA. 


Ho, Sir, I ſee you can remember well 
Your trifling Favours; but —— 


| DasnweLL. 2M 
Nay, more's behind ; | 
Did not my Maſter, who had ben Wa 


A Month or two, then come unlook'd for home: 


Did he not call me into Yother Room, 


And aſk me who you were ? I ſaid; my Siſter; 


Which he, unſkill'd in fly Deceits, .believ'd. 

Did we not gratis at a Client's Houſe 

Together dine? And: you at Night went home, 

And told a thouſand Lyes to clear yourſelf; 

Then brib'd the Maid to — 
1 STITCHINDA. 

Canſt thou, Daſowell, 

Upbraid me for my Tenderneſs to thee ? 

My Faults by thee ought to be counted Virtues. 


Das RW EIL. 
Then brib'd the Maid to let me in at Night; 
Punctual I came at the appointed Hour, 


Enamow' 


and ArTORNMIES Clerks... 15 
Enamour d, fall of Wiſhes, full of Love ; ett] 
Pull'd off my Shoes, and ſoftly” ſtole up Stairs 
Unheard ; flung off my Cloaths, with eager Haſte, 

To claſp thy panting Boſom cloſe to mine 
Deſiring and deſired ! I on thy Lips, 
Thy roſeate Lips, extatic, breathleſs hung, 

Till ſated with th' Elizum of thy Charms, 
Inſenſibly I ſunk into ſoft Slumbers, _ 

And Dreams of Pleaſures paſt ; fatigued and lull'd 
With a ſweet Over-ſacrifice to Love 

We ſlept devoid of Cares till Ten next Morn. 

Your Miſtreſs, wond'ring that you lay ſo long, 
Tho' ſhe be haughty, came herſelf to call thee, 
And found us folded in each other's Arm: 
She ſhriek'd, we wak'd, I boldly ſaid and ſwore 
Thou wert my Wife, and ſtopp'd her clam'rous Tongue. 
I have preſerved thy Reputation ſafe 

From fland' rous Tongues, and yet thou calls me Fillain! 4 


STICHINDA. 


And I've preſery'd thy Health; or elſe, ere now 
Thou hadſt been quite undone by Surgeons Bills. 


DasuwELL. 
(0) 1 thee; 
Ill name a few ſhall far out- balance thee 90 
And thy ſix Holland Shirts ſo neatly made. 
Firſt, When I'd once at th' Execution of 
A Marria ge Settlement five Guineas giv'n, 
My Taylor and my Waſherwoman. went 


Unpaid 


— 
qo * * 
9 - 


*, 
4 
Wo 
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Unpaid away; and I, Fool that I was, 
Bought” a neat Agate Box, 4 Needle-caſe 
Of Silver, and a modiſh Velvet Manteel, 
And gave them all to thee, ungrateful thee. 
Laſt Summer, ev'ry Sunday, I did hire 

A Chaiſe and Pair for Half a Guinea a Day's | 


And then, to pleaſe thy Pride and haughty Taſte, 


I drove to W:ndfor and to Hampton- Court. 
Beſides, Pve carry'd thee to gay Yaux-Hall, 
To each new Play, Ridotto's, ſhining Balls ; 
And twice and once we to the Opera, 
At my Expence, to hear the warbling Voice 
Of an went; beſides 3 gave PE 


| STrTCnINpA/ 


"Is this thy Boaſt ? Is this ſo greatly done? 
Wpen firſt I Knew thee, Beggar, thou had'it but 
A poor Half Guinea a Week. allow'd for Writing; 
This was thy Income; what, muſt be thy Dreſs ? 
Thou ſpent this Pittance faſter than thou. gat it, 
And was not ft E appear: with, Girls of Taſte. 
About that Time my good old Uncle dy'd, | 
And left me by his Will twice fifty Pounds; 

| 2 thee that brown Bob which now thou wears 

Unpowder'd, a lac'd Hat, a Coat of blue 

Broad Cloth (reſembling a gay Captain's Dreſs) 
Lin'd with white Silk, a Pair of Velvet Breechei, 
A rich n 1 


r OP 


5 


| That ſhou'd have me ſublim d. 


" Arrows Gn 4 


ee {thou forſooth muſt wear a Sword, - cred 

Or ſomething like one) aud für Pair ef Stockings 
Of fineſt Thread, as wllite as were the Shirts 

I gave thee; Silver Buckles and Gold Watch, 

For thou diſdain'd to wear a Silver one. 

That Money, which thou brags was on me ſpent, 

Was mine ; thou treated bm own. 


[ 
Dario k 


Ae Yah tet wb whe; g 


And in em deify'd thy Face, thy Shape, 
Thy Air, thy every Part, and put em in 


The Grubſireet-Journal, Monument of Fame ! 


Where thou wilt ſhine a Toaſt for future Times, 
Admir'd by ev'ry poliſh'd Lawyer's Clerk, 
And emulated by Coe, and Belles! 


e | 
Thy vet wal ew, unequal to theStyle OS 


8 | 


1*3. 42 


A had Scrap We: Y % "4 
I have releas' e e itrthas Gant, 


* ww « 4 - 


When ance a ſancy Fellow call'd thee Whore, 
And Thief, and Milliner ? Say, did I not 
Tell him he ly'd, and challenge him to ſicht? 
Did we not then into a Tavern go, 
Strip into Buff, and box for half an Hour ? 

514 0 
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Did I not beat him till he cou 5 band! 

Did I not kick the Raſcal down the Stairs, F 

And ſent him Shirtleſs Home in Hackney- Coach? | 
Did he not bring an Action of Aſſault 

And Battery againſt me, did not I 
Plead Nonage | to it, and his Writ did quaſh . | 


STITCHINDA. 
Thy Plea was falſe ; for I have heard thee own 
That thou art three and twenty Years of Age ; 
Tho' thou made Oath, thy ſham Plea to ſupport, 
That thou wert under twenty: they ſuſpected 
Thy Perjury, but cou d not prove thee perjur'd; 
Becauſe No- body knew where thou wert born, 
Nor whence thou came, a Vagabond obſcure ! 
I fancy, cou'd one trace thy Pedigree, 
Thy Sire was ſome poor Bedlar or a Tinker, 
And as he wander'd round about the Country, 1 
He re thee in a Foot Path near fome Village. 


Das RW ELI. 5 
Vet thou'ſt been proud to paſs for my Relation ;. 
I've own'd thee for my Siſter and my Wife, 
But thank my Stars thou'rt neither ! and ſince thou're 
No longer worth my Care, ** I'll let thee down 
The Wind to prey on Fortune © Now Fil rang | 
From Fair to Fair in 2 Search 5 new Adventures. | 


175 Srireumbs 


= 
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3 | \ STITCBINDA.. 


Go, Villain, go, begone, I ſoon ſhall hear 
That thou art ſent to BarthoPmew's or Guy's 3 


T hope, when thou art dead, to ſee thee hang 


A wir'd Anatomy in Surgeon S-Hall. 


DasuwzLL. 
1 hope ere then to ſee thee on the Town 
A Proftitute, for thou art lewdly given 


I doubt not but to ſee thee in ſome Round-houſe, 
Or Bridewell, beating Hemp: if it were ſo 


T'd ſmile in Agony—— but T'll no longer 


Remain in the cold Shade of thy dead Charms, 
Pl! baſk myſelf in the full Sun of Beauty. 


\ STITCHINDA. 


There thou wilt loſe thy faintly glimmering Light, 


As Glow-worms ceaſe to ſhine at Morning's Dawn. 


DAs RW ELI. 
You rail in Simile, and ſo will I. 
As when ſome 1ri/bman, in Dublin, has 4 
Trifl'd a little Time with common Jades, \ 
To England comes ; here. ſets up for a Beau ; oy 
With graceful Perſon, ſweet-enchanting- i 


| A good Aſſurance, each refiſtleſs Charm 
To captivate the Soul, he runs away 


With a rich Heireſs ; then in gilded Chariot | 
1 2 


. * % F 
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He lolls at Eaſe as grand as any Lord: 

So I who, for a Twelve-month, have with thee 
Liv'd in low Life and vile Obſcurity, 

Naw in a higher, brighter Sphere will move ; 

To Nymphs of Fortune only Pl make Love. 
What Lady can Attornies Clerks withſtand ? 
Ten Thouſand Pound I'Il in a Trice command. 
Whilft you from Street to Street with Band-box trudge, 
Pl ſhine a Counſel, or perhaps a Judge. 


SCENE, HL -- 
SrITCRHIN DA alone. 

Curſe on thy Jie Simile and thee !—— 
Let me conſider what is beſt to do — 

| | [After a Pauſe.) 
I haye his Note for two times Thirty Shillings 
For Money jent; I'll make an Affidavit 
Before ſome ſharping Mar/hal"s-Courz A ttorney, 
And have him ftrait arreſted ; he as no Friends 
To bail him ah, but then in Jail he'll rot! 
If I arreſt him twill be fatal to me 
And him, if not, I dic if he's another's —— 
What if I try to lure him back again? 
The little Piques that happen amongſt Lovers 
Serve but to fan the Fire, and make it burn | 
More fierce and bright—— Replevin may afliſt me ; 
I know he likes me, I' indulge bis Love, 


\ 


And 


* 
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And make him inſtrumental to retrieve 

Or ruin Daſowell—— Lo he comes l I muſt 

Diſguiſe the firſt, and only puſh the laſt 
At prefent, till that Embryo's ripe for Birth—— _, 
True, he is DafwelPs Friend; but what of that? 
The beſt Friends have been faithleſs to their Rivals. 


— — u—— — - —— ” 


SCENE N 
| Stitchinda- and Repleviu. 


REPLEVIN. 

I'm very glad Cambricta and her Miſtreſs 

Are gone abroad, and wort nn One — 
O ſweet Stitchinda, may 1 ak * Reaſon LO 
Of your Diſorder 3 your Face is as an Index, 
Where I can read the Volume of your Mind, 
And ſee that Anguiſh is its chief Contents. 
Forgive me, Madam, if Pm too officious ; 
I only aſk the Cauſe, that I your Wrongs 0 
May, if you're wrong' d, redreſs; I fain would calm 
The Tempeſt in your Soul; command your Slave; 
By "_ not Words, I wou'd my Love _ 


: ST1TCHINDA. 
You are the Cauſe, altho' you're Innocent. 


RevLevin. 
Can Tat on be innocent and guilty ? 
| C 3 STITCHINDA. 
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STITCHINDA. : 

I will the whole unriddle. Faithleſs Daſowell _ 
Was here this Moment, your pretended Friend=—_ - 


REPLEVIN. 
Pretended Friend? 


| STITCHINDA. 
Pray hear me, then be Judge. 
As we were talking who and who were Sweethearts, 
I faid I thought you were Cambricka's Care, 
Declar'd you were a very pretty Fellow, 
And warmly did commend her happy Choice ; 
His Jealouſy beliey'd that I diſguis'd | 
My Paſſion for you in Cambricka's Name; 
He grew inrag d, and in a Paſſion ſwore 
You had my Heart, he long ſuſpected us, 
He found he was the Bubble to us both: - 
Then flung out of the Room with fell Intent 


To be reveng'd on me nay more, on you 


4 


REPLEVIN. 


| You ſet me on my Guard, and Þ'll preſerve 
You and myſelf from all his dire Deſigns. 
His great Revenge, in his Idea ſweet, 
Shall bitter turn, and on himſelf recoil ; 

T'll counterplot the Traitor, let him feel, 

A Friend provok'd is far the worſt of Foes. 
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II tell Bruel. all his broken Vor, ts. 2 | 
And paint him in his blackeft Colours to her; 2 

I've twenty Proofs 7th' Neighbourhood againſt him. 
There's not a Milliner i the er gs: 
Or Exeter, but knows him for a Villain; Be 0 
To Hundreds he has ſworn eternal Love | ny 
And Conſtancy, but in a Week has left em 5 
In doleful Plight, and triumph d in their F all. 
Bruſſella, once convinc'd of this, will ſhun 
This Monſter, as the fatal Rock of Nym bbs 
Deceiy'd, and join with us t *expoſe his Foils. 
This, this, I'm ſure, will touch him to the Quick. 


ST1ITCHINDA. 
Do this Replevin, and I'm thine for ever. 
Leave nought undone that may compleat his Ruin; 
My Love ſhall be the Prize of thy Succeſs. 


SCENE'Y 


REPLEVIN alone, 


Enough; Stitchinda's mine ! — ye gentle Gales 

Bear not the happy Sound away ; nor thou 

Eccho reverb'rate that Srirchinda's mine 

Leſt buſy Ears ſhou'd catch th important Secret, 

And blabbing Tongues diſcloſe it to the Temple. 

Publick Intrigues I loath, for they're too hike 

The Commerce that we have with common Whores; 

O Secreſy's the Zeſt of an Amour | 
e Daſhwell, 
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Daz uell, 1 thank thee for thy faithlels Friendſhip, 
Haft! thou been true, Stitchinda were not mine 3 
What if chou loſe Bruſſella by it tooꝰ?/ 

It muſt be ſo, thy Loſs will be my Gain. 


So once a wealthy Citizen I knew, 
Who only had two Sons; the Elder grew 


A Rake, a Miſtreſs kept, at Dice he play'd, 

While Yother his old Father's Will obey'd ; 

The Younger ftrait became his darling Son, 
Was made his Heir, and th' Elder quite undone. 


End of the Firſt ACT. 


5 cake aan. 
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A CT It» SCENE . 


Bruſſella s Apariment.. 
Bruſſella and Replevin. 


Bass LI. 

% Can't believe it— yet, as you're his Friend, 
16> Methinks you wou'd not thus take Arms 
againſt him 

Without ſome ſpecial. Cano Oh I'm 


perplex'd 
In a wild Maze of Thoughts! by Turns F think: 


That what you ſay is true, and think it's not. 
Is there no Clew to guide my wan@ring sere 
Secure out of this Labyrintlr of Doubts ? 


Revert even. 
The Clew is in yourſelf; think no more of him. 


Lanrerthms 
Can I forget his tender, kind, Rndearmans : 
His dear. Idea wanders o'er my Mind, | 
All lovely, grac'd with Smiles and fest Geode: 
My Heart ſeems fond of ſuch a pleaſing Gueſt. 


Oh 
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Oh *tis a heavy Taſk to wean the Soul 

From all it holds moſt dear ! my Reſolution 

Faints at the killing Thought !— if you, Replevin, 
Had ſpar'd this cruel Kindneſs, Lad been happy. 


RzeL EVIN. 


You ih to give it a far ſofter — | 

And thank me for the Caution. Is't not better 
To bear a ſhort-liv'd Grief, than be ill-us'd 
For Life by him you love ? True, I well knew 
This Villainy diſclos'd wou'd give you Pain 
Bnt then I look'd upon't as neceſſary : 

Like Vinegar to cleanſe the Patient's Wound, 
Not vex him, tho it might uneaſy prove. 


BrUSSELLA. 


Pray what cou'd be your Motive to diſcover 
DaſbwwelPs intended Villainy to me? Fo 

With bim your Friendſhip's great, with me but mall; 
Methinks the leſs ſhou'd to the greater yield. 


D 
H 
H 
T 
A 
V 
U 


8 
1 a as I profeſs d myſelf a Lover 
Of your dear Friend Cambricka, I was bound Ji 
In Juſtice for her Sake to undeceive you, G 
And baffle any Plot againſt your Virtue ; 
I know, ſhou'd any Griefs afli&t your Mind, 
 Cambricka's tender Heart wou'd ſhare em all. 


© * 


BrvusSELL4 
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Bavss zl LA. 


ou ve given the utmoſt Proof of Low for Bal 

hus to betray the Secrets of your Friend, 

hen to conceal em might have ruin d her 

It cannot be: whene er I hear him talk, 

His Sentiments and Words are all ſo chaſte 21 
That they neer glance at any thing indecent;  __. 
He has the ſtricteſt Reverence for Virtue - 
And honourable Love, it were a Sin 

To doubt him. 


REPLEVIN. 


Dear Miſs, he undermines you; 

He's ſkill'd in Treachery ; and knows, „ 
Have black Deſigns in View, tis beſt to hide 
Their treach'rous Heart under a friendly Look : 

As cunning Anglers bait their fatal Hooks 

With mimick. Flies, and couch unerring Death 
Under the pleaſing Form of nat ral Food. 


Fo 


BruUssBLLA. 


Make this appear, and he's the worſt of Villains 
Juſt now I interrupted you ; I pray 
Go on, and faithfully relate the reſt. 


REPLEVIN. 


Where did I leave ?— ho ; then we went to Com. 
Said he, "TOY now * mine; 
I've 
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P've laid a Scheme to ſap her ſtubborn Virtue ; 
I ſeem the harmleſs Flow'r, but am the Snake, 
That with its deadly Poiſon lurks beneath; 
We muſt be Villains if we wou'd be happy. 

I have behav'd with ſo much Modeſty, 

So artfully diſguis'd my Purpoſe on her, 

That ſhe with me dare truſt herſelf alone 
Here, or elfewhere ; ſhe thinks herſelf ſecure : 
Pve lulPd her Guards of Honour faſt afleep, 
'They nod ſupine, quite careleſs of their Charge. 


BRUssELLA. 


Perhaps, my Gentleman may be miſtakn. 
O how I'd laugh in mne to catch him! 


I 

Rarr vin f 

Then he proceeded : hither PII invite her, 4 
Flt puſh the Favour in the warmeſt Terms ; E 
If ſhe denies, Il give her the Pretence | 8 


Of utmoſt Force and Rudeneſs on my Side: Y 
If we once gain our Ends, no matter how, T 
They neer upbraid us for the Violence,” þ 
But for the preſent with ſome tender Tears, Y 
A Tribute due to loſt Virginity ; _ f 
If once poſſeſs'd, we may repeat the Bliſs : 
As oft as Nature es PE wa pleaſe. ( 


e 


von now have made his Villainy appear 
Clear as the Sun in his Meridian Height. 


Won 


and ATTONIESs CLERKS, ag 
ow vile is it to harbour ſuch Intents ! - 
zut to diſcover 'em, far, far exceeds 
h intended Rape Replewvin, call To-morrow, 
ambricka wall be here; ; we'll then conſult 


ASE 


I humbly take my Leave now, Dab voll, boaſt 
Thy Gains; I think I'm even with thas nas. 


8/72 
SCENE II. 


BRuss EL LA alone. 
I was upon the Precipice of Ruin, 
If kind Replewin had not interpos'd 
Twixt me and Fate I muſt believe him honeſt, 
He ſpoke with fuch a naked Air of Truth, 
Sincere and open in his whole Relation—— 
Ye tender Virgins, Oh in Time beware 
The faithleſs Vows of Men! the greateſt Part 
Are falſe by Nature, but Attornies Clerks 
Were wholly made for Perjuries and Falſhood— 
And lo, the falſeſt of em all approaches ! 
He's full of Glee, and ſeems as flaſh'd with Conqueſt 
Of ſome poor Maid, and glories in her Fall. 


SCENE 


SCENE III. 


To her DASHWELL, humming a careleſs Arr. 


| DasnwzL L. ä Sh 

O my Bruſſella, I've the ſweeteſt News Ge 
To tell you ! Heavens, I have "a= now been Hi 
TRIS o'er Fe 
T 

BruUS$SELLA. 5 A 

Some hapleſs Nymph deceiv'd. 1 
No, Daſbævell, tis not pleaſing News to me; B 
Shou'd I laugh at the Weakneſs of my Sex, V 


Betray d by thine, I ſhou'd deſerve their Fate. N 
Hence from my Sight for ever! I've diſcoyer'd K 
A Scene ſo black, that, were I but to name it, T 
My Cheeks would henceforth wear a laſting Bluſh, V 
And glow with ſeeming Guilt—— ſend me no more d 
Of your fine Letters; if you do, I'll burn em 8 
Unread, unop'ed, and have your Porter kick d | 
Villain, can nothing fate thy brutal Luft . a 
But ſpotleſs Virgins ? ©* Having waſte Ground enough, Ml 
« Do'ſt thou defire to raze the Sanctuary, 
* And pitch thy Evils there?“ O fie, fie, fie l 

"Tis dangerous to be alone with thee ; 
Farewel, thy Chambers-Plot is quite blown up: 

Be thy intended Guilt thy dire Tormentor ! 

And rave to think thy Schemes abortive prove. 


SCENE 


ir. 


4 * 


WY " WY p * n s 
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SCENE TV. 
DasuweELL alone. 
She parted frowning, and her angry Eyes 
Confirm'd the deep Reſentment of her Soul 
How ſhort-liv'd is a Female's way'ring Paſſion ! 
Fantaſtick as the various Modes they wear! 
They change with ev'ry fickle Wind that blows, 
And e' en exceed the Inconſtancy of Men 
I us'd to laugh at all their Coquet-Airs; 
But dear Bruſſella's Accuſations ſtrike 
Me dumb, and wonted Raillery's no more. 
Now, now I feel the Pains I've given others, 
And pity 'em too late whence cou'd ariſe 
This unexpected Storm, and where will't end 
Wherein have I offended ?—— Time muſt ſhew 
She mention' d Chambers, and I know not what 
Some Villain has bely'd me Oh Replevin, 
TIl find thee out; till when I am a Wretch ! 
A loving Friend ſuſpends our anxious Thoughts, 
Lulls em aſleep, or chaces em away, 
And blunts the piercing Dart of ſharpeſt Fate ! 


SCENE 


oy , * * 8 * 9 Oe” * N * . - g | 
: 1 
1 
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SCENE . 
| Replevin's Chambers. 
Dab and Replevin. 


| Da SHW-EL 3 
O my Replevin, O my much-lov'd © PIO 7 a | 
My Heart has ſigh'd for thee ſinoe laſt we parted : 
When thou art abſent all's a Deſart round me 
The Prittle-prattle of each am'rous Nymph 
Is dull; at beſt but ſweet Impertinence. 
Thou can'ft reſtore my wonted Peace of Mind, 


Tho' plung'd in deep Deſpair; thou canꝰſt infuſe 
e healing Balm into corroſive Cares, | 

And tune to Harmony my jarring Soul; 

At Sight of thee Joy dawns anew; I feel 


REI EVIN. 
Daſewell, thou ſpeak' the Langu of Fries, 
But 
Das HWELL. a 


But what ? I'm ſure thou can't not doubt me. 
We do not live and breathe but for each other. 
Pm Tempeſt-toſsd, I look with longing Eyes 
On thee, the wiſh'd for Shore, which I muſt reach, 
Or periſh in th* outrageous Waves of Woe! 


RuyL EVIN, 
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| Rueyn EVIN. 
Thou e cannot, after what thou l ſaid and done, 
Expect that I will lend a helping Hand 
To ſave thee ſinking under thy juſt Doom. 
No; thou haſt us'd me ill; and I'll reſent it | 
As fits an injur'd Friend—— hence, from this Moment, 
T'll ne'er have W with thee more. 


N 
What will the Fates do wi me? 1 thought Bruſſels 


Chiding had plung'd me in the deepeſt Anguiſh, 
But I find deeper ſtill in loſing thee! | 
What have I done thus to deſerve thy Hate? 
Whate'er it be; ſay, ſhall one Error blaſt | 
That Friendſhip, which has flouriſh'd fince our Birth? 
Can'ſ thou forget our infant, boyiſh Love, | 
Which was ſo dear, we ſtill were Brothers ſtil' d, 
« Alike our Paſſions, and our Taſte the ſame ? 
We both were bred together at one School, 
And now are Clerks to the two beſt of Maſters, 
Who're intimate, and pleas'd to ſee us ſo 
If I've done aught amiſs, I'll aſk thy Pardon: 
If not, pray give me Leave to right myſelf. 


RepLtv IN. 
Was it well done, when ſweet Stitchinda ſpoke 
; To ny Advantage, to reſent her Goodneſs, - 
And fay I was an undermining Villain ? 
D Have 


VIN; 


a Ext 
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Havel deny'd thee aught within my 'Pow'r ? 
Thou knows thoy'ſt often ſhar'd with me my cog 
When I have had Occaſion fot the Whole; 

Cqu'd'ſt thou not in Return have let me ard 

With thee, in the Enjoyment of Stitchinda? 

Stitchinda, whom thy Appetite had fed on | 
Till. it was cloy'd, and loath'd Golub nene, 

Altho' not Taviſſoch, nor other Street 1 

In Covent-Garden, boaſts a Milliner 

So briſk, ſo gay, ſo modiſh as Stitchinda ! 

Cou'd'& thou not, when ſhe faded in thy Eye, 

Have ſuffer d me, who thought her blooming ſtill, 
To hive poſleſs'd her, if I cowd ſucceed ? ; 
But thou muſt needs be like the Dog iᷣth Fable, 
Not eat thyſelf, and Under that: that wou'd: 


| e eee 

y I kindgr del No by my Soul I will 

Do all thou can'ſt deſire to make her thine:: 

I have a Scheme, if thou wilt in it join, 
Shall give her to thy Arms this very Nich | 


REPLEVIN. - 


| | No, hence Pll act upon my own. Foundation, 

"1 I wo'not owe my future Bliſs to thee ; 
| But, like the Spider, ſpin my Happineſs | 
1 From my own Bowels, tho? To-day houtoldift- | 
= 8&6 Stitchinda, that I was 


Das RWEII. 
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Das uW III. 
By Heavens I did not name you 
To her To-day ; *tis true, we had a Quarrel, 
But *twas becauſe I had neglected her, : 
And offer d up my Vows at the dear Shrine 
Of lovelier Bruffelfa: At this I left her 
Inrag'd, to meditate upon Revenge: 
Thence I'd infer, if you have ſeen her fine, 
She has accis'd me falſly, and made you 
(As ſhe is very free) ſome kind Advances, 
In order to engage you in her Int'reſt, 
And make you th' Inſtrument of her Revenge. 
Nay, ſh'as employ'd/ſome other Agents in't, 
And ſtrove t undo me in Braf/eHa's: Favour. 
I only guels ſo; yet tis very likely; 
For what wo'n't Women in their Fury do ? 

RETIEVIN. | 
It muſt be ſo. How have I been deceiy'd ! 
Oh Daſowell, Dag ell, rightly thou divines— = 
Can'ſ thou forgive me Pm but Half a Villain, 
Thou'ſt ſtopp'd me in the full Career of Guilt, 
Happ'ly for thee, and doubly ſo for me: 
Tad laid a thouſand fatal Schemes againſt thee, 
That muſt have ended in thy utter Ruin; 
Which if they had, as thou art innocent, 
I ſhou'd have torn this curſed Frame in Pieces, 


A Sacrifice to thy poor injur'd Ghoſt 
D 2 "Twas 
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"Twas I worked up Bruſſella's Rage againſt thee; 

But I will let her know who ſet me on, 

And have thee re · inſtated in her Favour 

Daſbævell, I dare not hope a Pardon from thee 3 

All I can ſay textenuate my Crimes, 1 
Luſt weaken'd me, and buſy Satan tempted _ 
Me with his worſt of Baits, deluding Woman ! 
As our firſt Father fell, ſo fell your Friend. 


—— 


| | \DasnwELL. 
Enough; to err is human O Replewin, 
May no Misfortune e 'er divide us more ! 


REPLEVIN. üer 
Amen: to that ſweet Prayer And now my bauen 
Since we've diſcober d ſly Stitchinda's Plot, 
Let's try if we can't lie one that's too ſubtle 
For her tunravel—— ſaid you not juſt now, 
That you cou'd give her to my Arms To-night ? 


md 2 
I will if W Glee as heretofore. 


P've had a thouſand Quarrels with Stitchinda ; 
I own my Faults, aſk Pardon, ſhe relents, 

I ſigh, ſhe melts, and is deceiv'd again 
While you're at Dinner, I'll a Letter write 
To * 


| ag gt Oliv | 
Adieu; ſucceed I'll wait for you at Chambers. 


SCENE 


E 
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de EN E vr 
® Stitchinda's Bed Chamber. 


ST1TCHINDA alone.” 


oh Daſbavell, tis in vain to live without thee ! 


My Rage is cool, and thou art dear as ever ! 

I've travers d all my Thoughts to find ſome Means 
To ſhake thee off, but they refuſe their Aid, 

And fondly wiſh that we were Friends again. 

I aſk'd my fooliſh Heart, where now twould place 
Its Joy ? It anſwer'd, with a tender Sigh, 

In Dafowell . and I fear it is too true 

Each Object joins with him; that conſcious Bed 
Awakes the Scenes of Love we've.afted there; 
Reflection pours afreſh our ſweet Endearments, 
They roll in Tides of Softneſs to my Heart, 

And with their Torrent drown my harſh Reſolves — 

A Lover's Anger's ſhort 3 perhaps he may, 75 
As he was wont, ſue for a Reconcilement 
I muſt unſay all I have told Reple vin 
What ſhall I do Yamuſe my preſent Thoughts ? 
Inauſeate Work, tis ſplenetick and dull 
PI read the dear A /antis ; it will be 

Some Eaſe to find: a thouſand Females there 
Weak as myſelf, and who, like me, have fall'n 
By that Invader, All-ſubduing Love. 


* SCENE 


. - = 89 — e ———— = 
2 ——— We <a 
Ly 
1 | s 


38 The InTriovinG  MitlineRs 


4 


SCENE VII. 
be Shop. 1 Þ 
CAMBRICKA, to We PonTEs. 


Pox TER. N e 0 


> ! 


For Miſs Stichinda I've a Letter pie) 


CAMBRICKA, 
I'll give it her as ſoon as ſhe comes in. 


SCENE VIII. 


CaukRIcCRA alme. 
This Morn the op'd a a Letter ſent to me, 


Now in Return I'll do as much for her — 


"Tis Daſswell's Hand perhaps it may diſcover 

Something, if hid, might prejudice Bruſella—— 

* Leave gentle Wax! deliver up thy Truſt. 
Wert, id and read. 


«« Dear injur ard Miſs! 


" HEN I was this Morning with 3 
my Paſſion betray d me into a had In- 
« diſcretions; I'm now cool, and look back with 


_ © Horror at my Madneſs and Folly 11 5 to throw 


«« myſelf at your Feet, acknowledge 
© aſk your * Which I h 


3 and 


Gods only require of us a hope you of- our — 


ff « and a ſincere Repentance ; . 
| « No 
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&« No, I'm perſuaded you'll reſemble them in Mercy, 
* as you do in their other divine Attributes !—— I ſhall 2. 
« be with you almoſt as ſoon as this Letter; pardon m. 1 
cc abrupt Intruſion : Neceſſity cuts of all Ceremony: | 


« die to ſee you to know my Tan, for Doubt's the vn 
«« State of Mind to 


— 1 
4 


i . Your, fond 
Inner Temple © 6 | 
Thurſday, paſt 3. WII I. Batak 
Tender and kind enough | 


SCENE IN. 
To ber Briiffella. 
, BRUSSELLA. 
My dear Canbricta, 54 
I cou'd not puſs but I muſt call deu en 


$0! youwye Feceh'E a Letter om leite Serke; 
TIl warrant 4 7 a | . 


- CaMBRICKax. 


No, Dy RP „ — 
Read it; it more relates to you than me. 
| [Gives her the Letter 


; 2.» BxvSSELER. 
Tis for Stitchinda. 


N 
Read it; tis very fine ! ; 
I know * like it, becauſe Da/awell wrote he 


D 4 Well, 
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Well, thank my Stars ! Replevin, my Admirer, 
Wants DaſbwelP's Wit; yet he has Senſe enough; 
He's conſtant and good - natur d; and thoſe two 
Amply ſupply the Want of wicked Wit — 
Methinks her Ladyſhip's not ſo much mov'd | 


As I expected; perhaps her vaſt Surprize | 
Has ſnatch'd away her Words, and made her mute. 


[Afide. 


well, Miſs, you bear it with heroick Patience. 
: [To her. 


BrRUSSELLA. 


»Tis but a Proof of what Replewin told me 

The Letter ſays, he will be here this Moment ; 

2 Returns it. 
Cambricka, over-hear em if you can, 1205 Hi 

And bring me the Reſult of their Diſcourſe. 

TIl tax him with i it, when we meet together, 

And call you as a Witneſs of his Fah. 


SCENE X. 


N CaMprIcxa alone. [ 
PII ſeal this Letter up with ſo much Art, | K 
She ſha'n't perceive that I have broke it open. g 


SCENE | 
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—— 


A Parlour joining to the Shop. 


STITCHINDA alone, reading the Letter. 
He writes ſo ſoft I have not Power to chide him. 
He knows too well the Paſſage to my Heart; 
He'as oft been there, tis ever open to him !-—— _ 
He comes, and in his Eyes bears great Reſpect 
And Tenderneſs 6 ſo ſweet can ne'er be fatal 
The Joys of Reconcilement far o erpay 155 
The Pangs, which am' rous Fallings out inflict. 

[Cambricka Ii ning. ] | 

Here I, unſeen, can hear the Dialogue. 


SCENE XII. 
8 titchinda and Daſhwell. 

| Dasnwets, 
| ſee, dear Miſs, you have receiv'd my Letter, 
Which breathes the Dictates of a Heart ſincere; - 
A Heart that languiſhes in your Diſpleaſure! 
Since laſt I ſaw you I have ſuffer'd more, . 
Far more, than Words pathetick can expreſs ! 
for who can paint the Anguiſh of a Lover, 


When he is conſcious he has wrong'd the Fair, 
That to his Soul's as dear as you're to mine? 
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I almoſt wiſh that you had felt the Same, 

That you from thence might pity-and forgive me. 
' 'Tis the laſt Time, I hope, I ſhall have Cauſe 

To aſk you, ſince I wo a offend You more. 


| srireninpa; ; 
D ell, you promiſe more than you 'Nl perform; 
be it as it may, once more I'Il truſt you: 
Whene'er you ſigh I with you ſympathize ; 
Wou'd it were ſo with you, we might be happy! 


DAs RHWELL. 


It i, it is; how can I be unkind 

To ſo much Sweetneſs, Tenderneſs and Love Y 

Far be it from me &er to be ungrateful. 

"Tis true my wand'ring Eyes have gaz d on "EY 

And thought em fair, but you ſtill had my Heart. 

Good Heav'n, why have you not ſome Fault about you, 

That I might like you leſs, and have more Eaſe 

What do I ſay : TI rave-— I wou'd not have you 

Leſs amiable, nor can you be more lovely. 
STITEHINDA. a 

You ſay the ſame to &ery Girl you know. 


4 DA SHW ELI. 
No, Miſs; but all muſt ſay the ſame to you. 


. 
* 


ST1TCHINDA 


l oo. n.... K * N | | 
; * . N : ** 
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[ us'd to as ph as cy x71 
re, now, as foon as you go hence, 
ou'll let Bruſſella know the eaſy Conqueſt 
You've made of Ir fond to Ar M 


ene ELI. 


You wrong me much: I had not gone laſt Night, 
But that Replevin almoſt forc'd me to t, 


Becauſe a female Favourite of his 

Was there, and begg d Td make a Partner with 'em 3 

[ cou'd not well deny him; he's my Friend, | 5 
And never fails toblige me when he can. 


| ſent you an Excuſe with great Regret, . 
Becauſe I loſt a 8 Night with you. . 


Srrregigvs. 


1 Did y you. then ne er addreſs the pert Brofilla, 


Did you mnt wh Mrs that you do on her, 5 


Das RW ELI. 


[ doat on her! She is vain enough - 
To think, that e“ ry Fellow that looks at her 
ls her Admirer; I muſt think her handſome, 
(Which I ne'er did) before I tell her fo ; 
No; ſhe with AﬀeCtation ſpoils the Share, 
14. J The little Share of Charms Nature has giv'n. 
FOR 
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Can I be more than bleſs'd, can 1 be more 

Than happy? Wou'd I ſtoop to any ſecond, 
While I'm poſſeſsd of you the firſt of Beauties? 
Wou'd I exchange the more ſubſtantial Bliſs 

Pve taſted in your Arms, and hope again 

To taſte, for the inſipid chaſte Embrace 

Of ſuch a Prude, and vain Coquet as ſhe ? 

For ſhe is both, and ſurely the firſt Girl 

That cer poſſeſs d that vile Antitheſis. 


SrircRHIN DA. 


Why, you extoll'd her to the Stars this Morn, 
How comes it now that 


DasAwEI L. . 


I muſt ſay ſomething 


"th guard myſelf; you rally'd me ſo cloſe, | 


That I was forc'd to ſhelter under Falſhood, ' 

Becauſe with Juſtice I cou'd not upbraid vou 
I know your Soul diſdains the Thoughts of Malice; 
"Tis the laſt Time I hope we cer ſhall differ, 
And that your Goodneſs will excuſe my Folly. 


STITCHINDA. 
I do; and. fince you thus fincerely own 


What you have done amiſs, and diſapprove it, 
Hence let all Diſcord and Suſpicions ceaſe. 


Command what Proof you pleaſe of my Forgiveneſs, 


— Ws free Conſent. 


Das. ELI. 


29 0 


 DasnwEbLL. 
O happy, happy Daþwell ! with new Liſe 
I breathe ; you have'diſpell'd the ſullen Gloom 
That clouded all my Mind; my drooping Soul 
Revives with Joy, and my late aching Heart 
Swells with the high Spring-tide of full Delight. 
Thus Roſes nightly lie intomb'd/ in Shrines / N 
Of liquid Dew; and mourn their ſhort-liv'd Being. 
Till next Day's Sun exhales their pearly Drops 
And wipes away their Tears, then chearful o pe 
Their leafy Sweets, and pay their grateful Odor | 
With Virgin Bluſhes to his pow'rful Rays—— 
Say, gentle Miſs, ſay, may I hope you'll come 
To- night to Chambers? Come, and make me happy 
—— — ] et me inſiſt uponꝰt at Ten o Clock 
Your modeſt Silence witneſſes Conſent, 4 
You bluſh a grateful Anſwer. | 


bf * STITCHINDA. 


You ellis; / | 
T bluſh at your Aſſurance tis not fake 
To come; your Maſter is in Town, and lies 
At Chambers, ty wept Ronen to your's you know. p 


1 


So much the better ; Danger ſweetens Love. 


STITCHINDA. 


us E + Terk our ubm. 


Miu | 
Have you fargot;-the laſt Tina le es 
Wead like to have been ra. 
Pray e ere ee In Bol | 


x bas al dive 294114 
\ DagnwBi ks. 


dis fockirs: when he's 169.20 00g 
When not, he oft comes une pected Home, 


And then indeed we ſtand: a dangerous * p 


Laſt Night he fat up late, To-day he's iii. 
Early he'll go to Bed PIl leave the Door ST 
Half op'n; ſteal you gently in, and loc ĩt 
If he ſhow'd hear you, he Il conclude. tis E 
Only take care you ſpeak a; | 
There needs. no. Language in that ſofu Affair, 


But ſhortly-breathing Sighs, and dying rn 


Beſides, I know not when I ſhall again 
Have ſuch an Opportunity as this; 

To- morrow Morning I go down to . 
To viſit my Relations, whence I can't 
Return till a few Days before next Term ; 0 


Therefore I muſt take Leave of you Tb night, 


Not with a cold Salute, but warm Embrace. 


| ST1TCHINDA. 


Adieu; expect me at the Hour appointed. | 


_ Dasnw 8 


PII 
Pl 
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Das HW ETI. 


M11 wait with th e- eee e 


Tl trap you now, A int. 


" «| 


k . 


SCENE: XIII. 


Bruſſella's rn 
Bruſſella and Cambricka. 


BRUss BELLA. 


$ then, there was an eaſy Reconcilement ?. _ 


2 CAMRBRICEA. 


Extremely ſo; but his laſt Words: diſcover'd, 

That what he ſaid was only to deceive her 
Let me adviſe you; take a Draught of Opium 

To lay you in deep Sleep, Death's Counterfeit ; 

That done, I'll ſend for him at Ten o'Clock, *- 

And let him know you re on the Verge of Life, 
And muſt ſpeak. with him ere you are no more. 
(His Maſter's. at his Country-houſe at Ep/am, 
Tho' Miſs Stichinda thinks that he's in Town.) 
If Daſowell comes, and much regrets your Death, 
He'll ſhew his Tenderneſs and Love in that, 25 
You'll ſee, hell make th' Eclairciſment to us. 
doubt not, Miſs, but all Things will end well, 


better than I can in Idea form em. 


BrUSSELLA. 
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| Brvo8SELLA. 
Pl follow your Advice; for, oh Cambricka, 
I find I love him, and will venture all 
To fix him mine, or elſe for ever loſe him 


SCENE XIV. 

\Replevin's Chambers. 

 Daſhnwell and Replenin. 
DasnwerLL. 


Replevin, all is done, and you may lie 
With Miſs Stitchinda if you pleaſe To-night. 


-RePLEvix. | 

O don't flatter me with ſuch Succeſs, =" öR;ö 

But if tis true, again, again repeat it. | 
2 Das HWEII. 

The Caſe is thus; at Ten & Clock ſhe comes 

In private to our Chambers; ſhe believes 

My Maſter's there, ſo wo'n't ſpeak a Word ; 

Her Ladyſhip will ſoftly ſteal to Bead, 

As ſhe has done a hundred Times before; 

You paſs for me, then you've but this to do, 

| Receive her to your Arms, and — uſe her well. 


REePLEvm 


RxrL VII. 


Why, this is Kindneſs, a anc: 


1 


Obſerve the Sequel: while you're thus engag d d 


In youthful Dalliance, I'll find ſome Means 
To let Brufſella and Cambricka know - 

Of the Adventure, but conceal your Name ; 
Ill let em ſee and triumph o'er the Jilt. 


i Rr zVIn. 
Ay, this would do, if I'm not in the Scrape ; 
We muſt contrive ſome artful Way for me 
To get off undiſoover d, elle I loſs 5 
Cambricta. 


DasuwBLL. 


Nothing's eaſter ww hs ds. 
We'll go directly to the Dining room 

As ſoon as e er we enter; I'll amuſe em 
Till you have made Stitcbinda an Excuſe, 

Put on your Cloaths, and ſtole away unſeen 3 
I fancy you'll not leave her with Regret, 

For, if you ſpend the Moments as you ought, 
You naturally, before we come, may have 

A Surfeit of Felicity and Love. + 
When ſhe is gone, I'll ſend a Porter for you, 
And you may come without the leaſt Suſpicion, 


\ 


REIIVtV. 


* - 
* 


* 
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RETLZV In. 
I think you ve underta en a doubtful Matter 
DuasuwzL L | 


We'll to the Head, and o'er a Glaſs of red 
Contrive the reſt; doubt not, we'll gain our Point. 
Come, we will let theſe cunning Millners know 

Attornies Clerks can match the ſubtleſt of em. 


SCENE. 
. Walks. 


Dasuw ELL pe] 


The Watch are ſet ; ve turns of Tha Otros 
What if Stitchinda comesnot ?—— ha, a $M 
Tis ſhe—— all's richt; Replewin's ready for her 

She'll be deceiv'd, but yet „** 
Now all is ripe for a Diſcovery 

Methinks that Porter ſeems to bend his Steps 
Towards our Chambers; not a Gentleman 
Belonging to our Stair-caſe is in Town ;. 

Who can he want? tis Dick 


f [To bin 42 PoRTEA. 1 
What Meſage bring you? | 


Pograz. 5 
Sir, Miſs Bruſſella's dying, and muſt ſee you. 


DasuweELL. 


n AH, arnits CLERKS, r 


Das HN ** "i 


ve Pow'rs ! Olend me Wings quick s Thought PIERS” 
To hy: Þ her zinent: g 


| 


SC E N E XVI. 
- Bruſlblia's Apartment: 


| Dad ad Contra mexin. Wl” 
o Canbricks, 1 
Haſte, tell me, how dus dexr Ndl. a0 


ee 


Some ſtrong Convulſions ſeiz d her, andall Ad 
Prov'd, ineffectual x ſhe has breath'd her laſt! 
She ray'd in becken Accents of her Daſþwel, 

And the laſt dender Word ſhe 6igh'd was be. 


% 


Dazuw Bib. 

No more, no more Is ſhe then gone for eyer, 

3 Tenderneſs I lov'd her ? 

un, henceforth riſe no more ! thy Beams canſhed lh 

| e break, my Heart, 
For if thou hald'ſt I am a Wretch indeed |J——— 
Conduct me to the Body, the ſad Sight 
Will ſtrike me dead, then I ſhall be at reſt, 


. 
* 


E 2 93 8 e EH NR 
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SCENE XVII. 


Scene opens and 8 Bruſſella on a Couch, 


 Daſmuell approaches her. 

Deareſt Bruſſella . Kiſſes her.) Oh thou fragrant Rofe, 
Thou look'ſt ſo paſſing Fair, and ſmells ſo ſweet, 

Thou ſeems as thou were growing, tho? thou'rt pluck'd, 
Unfading evn in Death! — She was my All; 

My Soul hung on her, liy'd upon her Sight. 

Each Time I gaz'd upon her lovely Form, 

I ſaw new Beauties, with their youthful Graces, 
Blooming afreſh, augmenting the Mature : 

Like to the Citron-Tree that bears at once 


Bloſſoms and faireſt Fruit. T | 
| Caged 
Oh fatal Loſs! - 
DaskwELL 


Thebatmy Breath that ſever d thoſe wan Lips, 

_ Carnation Colour once! and in its Pallage 

Gave and receiv'd Perfumes, is now no more 
Since thou art dead, I wo'n't, can't, ſurvive ; 
My eager Soul ſtruggles within my Boſom, 
And longs to take its Flight, and join with thine; _ 
O then, if ever I was dear to thee, 
Forego Felicity for one ſhort Moment, 

And take with thee thy fond expiring Lover ! 

| CAMBRICK 4 
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* CAMBRICKA.. 


Oh Dafwell, all your Grief and kind Complaints 
Are vain, rammen 


Dans 
See! where bar Spirit hovers o'er my Head 


Lo, with what Courteſy it waves me hence ! 
come I faint—— Pl die upon a Kiſs! 


1 | CaMBRICKA, 
Awake Bruſſella, or your Counterfeit 
Of Death will prove a certain Death to him. 


| BxvsSELLA. | | 5 
I hear his charming Words, and the known Voice 
Lures back my Soul, and gives me a new Being; 
And ſee by Sympathy his Life returns! | 


DAs HWEBLI. 5 
Hail ye Elzian Shades ! Ye myrtle Groves, 
Ye willow Garlands, and ye Trees, whoſe Bark 
Records the faithful Vows of Lovers, hail! 

All hail Braſſella ! Thou wrt the firſt kind Ghoſt 


That welcomes mine 3 now we will part no more! 


BausszLIA. 5 
He raves . Cambricka, help me to ſupport 1 > 
Awake my Daſowell, tis Bruſella calls; | 
She lives to ſee thee true, to ſee thee her's. 
83 


Das H- 


Fa” 
* 
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Da SHWELL. * 
How ſhall I truſt my Eyes? Juſt now you een 
Inanimate ; but now you breathe and ſpeak- . 
The ſofteſt Things to your enamour'd Daſawel! f — 
Oh ſay, what God has thus reſtor'd . your Life? 


BausszILA. Ae 
III Het you khow the whole before we part — 
Pray what becomes of Miſs Szitchinda now ? 
1 heard "on were engag'd with her To-night. 


<- tip 8 

I wo'n't inquire how you came to know't ; 

But if you pleaſe to go with me to Chambers, 

I'll ſhew you ſomething - that ſhall not diſpleaſe 3 | 

When we are there I'll ſend: for e ee 
A Friend of mine ſupplies my Pues with ber. 


Ant bent l. 


Well, I will truſt myſelf with you at Chamber, 
Since I OAT for my Guard. 


SCEN E XVIII. 
A Dining- room in Daſhwell's Chambers, 


Daſbwell, Bruffellk and.- Carmmbricka, 
DasnweLL. 
a IU wait of you this Moment. 


SCENE 


\ 
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S C ENE xx. 


_ Awother- Noom. 
Daſhwell, to him Refleain in a Night-gown. 


 REPLEVIN. 

Well, Poe had charming Sport; fe nere lep 
Th' Impoſture till you came, and then I ſpoke, 

But ſo diſguis'd my Voice ſhe did not know it; 

I told her I was ſure that you were come, 
Therefore I'd rife and ſteal away unſeen, 

And you might go to Bed as you'adappointed, 

Not thinking that another had been there. 

I faid Tad Reafons to conceal myſelf 5 
To- night, but that I wou'd unmaſk W 


DasnwETr- 


Haſte Home, flip on your Coat, and ſoon return; 
TIl quickly ſend her Ladyſhip away; X 
I'll tell her I muſt lie alone To- night, 
And won't be diſturb' d with a Bed- fellow. 


SCENE XX. 
The Bed-chamber, | 
Daſhwell, with Stitchinda looſely dreſsd. _ 


STITCHINDA. 


Dafeewell, what mean you by * rude Behaviour? 


Das n. ELL. 


Brill and Canbrick will inform you 


SCENE XXI. 
71 then Braflla and Cumbricka, 


STITCHINDA. f 


Confubon fene em, as it ſeizes me! | 
[ Afede. 
BausszI 14. | 
8 Miſs, I hope the Gentleman 
| Has us'd yon kindly, ſhou'd you chance to breed 
PI! ſtand a God-mother, you may command me; 
And I'll prevail on Daſwel! to befriend you. 


STITCHINDA. 
n no 2s; but, in my Turn, 
I doubt not but to pay you all in kind. 


Buss BLLA. 
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BxussELLA, Cammuicka, and DaSHWELL. 
Ha, ha, he. 


Buss LL LA. | 
Pray, Dafwell, call her Ladyſhip a Chair, 
'Twou'd be unkind to let her walk it Home; 
She may catch Cold after her warm Encounter. 


[Daſhwell ſees her out. 


SCENE XXIL 
Bruſſella and Cambricks. 


Buss ELLA. 
If cer Stichinda offers to affront you, 
You have it in your Pow'r to filence her——— - _- 
Dafewell has hid her Spark, but we will know him. 


SCENE XXIII. 


Daſhwell returns to them. 


3 DasnwELL.' 
She parted with moſt horrid Imprecations — 
Here's young Replevin ; ſo, I'm glad you're come. 
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SCENE ie lt. 1 
—_— Rr Bruſſella, and Cambrick, 


RErLEVIx. W | ] 


Ladies, your Servants this is the firſt Time 
Tre had the Happineſs to ſee you here. 


CaMBRICKA. 


We have ſuch Neu 8:ii>;eds has been here. 


 ReyLevin. 
Stitchinda here |— for what ?— why, you * me. 


Buss zI IA. 
Here 8 2 82 wilt relate the whole. 


a x Die, | 

I will. | 

We'll ſpend this Night as happily as the laſt. 
8 [Daſhwell comes forauard.] 

To you Attornies Clerks that grace the Pit, © 

My Actions and my Conduct I ſubmit : 

You're fickle Sparks; if my Intrigues you blame, 
Vourſelves you cenſure, for you've done the ſame. 


Th E'N D. 


% 
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II 0G UB. 


Gan and £363 5 5 f 


I Savear I can't the Author's Meaning ſcan ; 
Find you the Plat and Moral if you can: 
Indeed he tells you—— what you knew before, 
A Clerk's a Rogue, a Milliner's a Whore. 
A mighty fine Diſcowery / the Fool | 
Might as well ſaid that he himſelf is dull. 
Why then fince he has baulk'd this goodly Houſe, 
And made his Mountain-Schemes bring forth a Mouſe : 
Since he has thus your Expectation ſhamm'd, | 7 


To make him of his paultry Stuff aſham'd, 
„My humble Motion i. he may be damm d.“ 


Jo the AUTHO K. 


Written extempore by a young La n v. 


2 To my Sifler read your Play, 
Who fo againſt it raw d, 
That my Perſuafion ſcarce auail d, 
From Flames to have it av A. 
Poor Wretches thus, by Romiſh Pries, 
With idle Tales are ſhamm'd; © 
From Purgatory they're releas d, 
Do certain to be Damn d. 


Several Occaſions. 


1 


A 


* 


On Miſs B. BELL ETON. 
In Imitation of the Style of Ambroſe Phillips E/q3 


MARSSRETTY Bid, who can impart 
EI Softeſt Wiſhes to my Heart, 
DN Angel in your Form and Air, 

FLA Faireſt you among the Fair; 
And your Eyes that all admire, | 
Eyes that ſparkle with Defire, 


Ser bis Verſes on Lady Carteret. 


62 Po Ms on ſeveral Occaſions. 
And your lovely blooming Cheek, 
And your Alabaſter Neck ; 
And your Lips deſign'd for Kifles, 
Preludes to more melting Bliſſes ; 
And your ſnowy ſwelling Breaſt, 
Breaſt that heaves with Wiſhes chate 3 : | 
And your Shape beyond compare, Fe 
And your ſomething elſe that's near, 
And your pretty little Feet + e : 
From the Heel to Toe cqmpleat ; 
And your modiſh Taſte in Dreſſing, 
Ever grave and ever pleaſing ; | 
| Theſe wou'd fan a dying Fire, | | 
And raiſe in us a new Deſire. 1 | 
| 
| 


NF When you ſmile, you look ſo pretty, 

| When you ſpeak, you talk ſo witty, 

E In vain I with my Paſſion ftrive, 

| You're the ſweeteſt Thing alive. 

« Happy thrice and thrice again, 

| c Happy'ſ he of happy Men, 

f Who ſhall, bleſs'd with ſuch a Wife, | 

| Taite the ſweeteſt J oys of Life ; 8 | 
of May I be the happy Man! | 
Rival me in Rliſs who can. 
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a the Same, 


Bellefont, thee the laviſh Hand of Nature 
With every Grace to captivate the Soul, 
Has deck'd profuſely ; each enamour'd Youth ' 
With ardent Eyes runs o'er your matchleſs Form 
Delighted , ſtrait a pleaſing Anguiſh ſpreads 
Thro' all his Boſom, plays in every Vein, 
And rolls in Tides of Softneſs to his Heart 
Rapt in Ideas of the charming Fair, 
In Strains like mine, poor, meaningleſs, and dull, 
But full of Adoration, Sighs, and Vows 
Of Love eternal, he attempts to paint 
The Angel-Shape, the Bloom, the nn . 
The Alabaſter Boſom, whiter far 
Than Alpine Snow ; for which he fondly melts : 
But ah, how faint are Words! Eyes, Eyes alone 
Can ſpeak the Dictates of a Love-ſick Heart 
Behold ſhe moves, obſerve her ſwimming Air, 
She treads ſo light ſhe ſcarcely tips the Ground, 
As if ſome Pow'r divine inſpir'd her Steps 
And gave that graceful Motion O how oft 
Have I, with pleas'd Attention, to her Voice 
Harmonious liſten'd, while by Turns a Smile 
Effuſing Heav'n, or keen-enchanting Glance 
Each Period aptly grac'd : I feel 'em now 


With 
See his Seaſcns, 


64 por us yn ſeveral Deine. 


With kind Emotions thrill my. panting Heart, 
A thouſand ſweet Ideas o'er my Mind | 
Their Torrent-Softneſs pour, Imagitiation glows, 
My Soul's elate, my raptur'd Fancy ſoars 

With eager Wiſh to catch your every Charm, 


And ſing their wond'rous Force; but oh in vain! 


The more I gaze upon your radiant Eyes 
The more their Luſtre dazzles; I am loſt - 
In Admiration, and muſt leave the Theme 
To Lays Angelic, not for Mortal fit. 


e οινν,lnνννν⁰ιι 
On the Same. 5 
Dr. Young's Style Imitated, 


'Y Theme is Beauty ; Bellefant, read my Lays, 

And patronizaa Muſe that fings your Praiſe ; 

Your Name my worthleſs Rhymes with Bays will crown, 

And throw a Luſtre round em like your own. 

Forgive me if ſome Females I ſhall blame, 

Since laſhing them will add to your bright Fame. 
Coguetta, Jilt profeſs d, bilks all ſhe knows, 

From Men of Senſe to Coxcombs and to Beaux. 

Prudena vows ſhe'll odious Men deſpiſe, 

Yet with her Groom in guilty Tranſports lies. 

Profuſa, fond to ape the laviſh Great, 

Snaps up an Heir juſt come to his Eſtate ; 


® See bis Un verſal Paſſion. 


Sy 
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His ancient Oaks and large Demeſnes are fold N 
To deck his Nymph with Diamonds ſet in Gold, 
A modiſh Watch with all its Equipage, 
A gilded Chariot and the beſt Brocade: 
Two Months (the fare Forerunner of his Fall) 
They blaze th* Box, and ſparkle at the Ball; 
At length his Farms are flown, to Jail he's ſent, 
Where he'll have Time his Follies to repent. 

But you, to Innocence and Virtue true, 
Can charm your Vot'ry, and inſtruct him too 
Your ſweet-endearing-Smiles will be the Balm 
Of all his Sorrows, and in Storms his Calm 


May he, improv'd by you, by juſt Degrees, 


Equal your Virtues, and your Fancy pleaſe ! 
In mutual Bliſſes melt your Hours away, 
And Lafe ſhall ſeem but one long Bridal- day. 


I LT La LIL LEELLIELILELAL 
On the Same, 
Me, Pope: Style Tnitated. 


Beda whoſe fair Erample makes the Lewd 
Regret their Virtue oft, and mends the God: 
You wake the Soul m Dreams of idle Joys, 

To tread in Honour's Fat, and ſpurn at Toys; 

Thus Flow'rs, that languiſh all the Night, renew 

F an 
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O let me ſpend with you the live- long Day, 

And from your Sun of Virtue catch a Ry; 
Teach me, like you, a Foe to Vice profeſs'd, 

By all the wiſe and good to be careſs'd : 

Like you in Reaſon ſtrong, in Senſe reſin d. 
Solve every Doubt with native Force of Mind. 
Good Heay'n! een Oppoſites in you agree, 


Tho' low, genteel, tho chaſte, yet very free, 
In Manners poliſh'd, in your Perſon neat, - 


Not vain, tho' witty, and tho gay, diſcreet, 
To your own Faults (if Faults you have) ſevere, 
In Friendſhip faithful, and in Thought ſincere. 
O tell me, ſince all others I reſign, 


Say, may I one Day hope to call you mine? 
I émuſt, I will I can't without you live, 


You are the laſt great Bleſſing Heay'n can give; 
Such Sweetneſs in your Form and Mind unites; 
The Days would pas in Peace, in Bliſs the Nights. 


ra 
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Naturd Proftantior Arte. 3 


Upon Miſs P 0 B----k — 1. 


Ngenious Nes, all the Town i] 
Britain's Apelles juſtly own, © 
To ſee his Portraits all repair, 


For they excel the faireſt Fair 
+. + "uy 


WhatCer is beauteous there you meet, 
No Flaw to pall, there all's compleat ; 
He plays the God with all he draws ! 
Each Picture meets with juſt Applauſe, 
His curious Strokes with Nature ſtrive, 
They ſoften into Fleſh, they live: 
So artfully they cheat the Eye, 
You ſpeak, and wait for a Reply: 
While I have view'd each mimick Charm, 
I've felt my ſwelling Boſom warm, 
Kindle with pleaſing am'rous Fires, 
And glowing melt with ſoft Deſires, 
Deluſion ſweet ! his matchleſs Art 
Is Nature's ſelf, it wounds the Heart ! 
If he preſents a Piece that's gay, 
Thro' all your Veins kind Raptures play! 
But if a weeping one he ſhew, 
Your ſympathizing Tears flow 3 
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So ſweetly he the Sight beguiles, 
The charm'd Spectator ſighs or ſmiles 
As he directs: All tacit gaze, 
And not with Words, but Silence, praiſe.. - - 
So at our Shakſpear's magick Call, 
Alternate Paſſions riſe and fall! | 
* He once, in Fancy's higheſt Flow, 
Defign'd his Maſter-piece to ſhew, 
And, in his Flights, reſolv'd to try 
Great Nature's choiceſt Works t out vie: 
4 For ſhe, he thought, too ſparing gave, 
Few, few or none all Graces have: 
* One has a charming Height and Air, 
With ſparkling Eyes and jet-black Hair: 
* In all ſhe ſays another ſhines, 
But wants a Shape, and therefore pines! 

* A Third is pretty, but ſhe's low | 
* Still ſome Defe&'s our Fate you know s 
But mine with all that's bright dal glow! 
„My pencil'd Beauty ſhall out-ſhine 
«© Whate'er is Mortal or Divine! 
Tl make, to firike the raviſh'd Soul, 
«« Her Eyes in fancy'd Fluid roll! 
<* And all th'attractive Charms I trace, 
My breathing Colours ſhall expreſs ! 

III take from each execelling Fair, 
Fach fay'rite Feature that they wear: 


of 


-* Hogarth. 
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r J'll teal Corinnas piercing Eye! 

And blooming Tin& of Heay'n's own Dye! 

« Þ'll borrow gay Ophelia's Air! i . 
« And Hand more white than Lillies are 

Ill Celia of her Shape beguile 

Cordelia s ſweet bewitching Smile, 

* And pretty Dimple in each Cheek, 

4. With ſprightly Ch he's well turn d N eck, 

6 Soft Arethuſa's ſnowy Breaſt 

** Shall ſweetly join to form the reſt! 

To perfe&'s Piece he took his Way, | 
To where gay Belles o'er ſaunt ring Tea 3 0 
In am' rous Prattle waſte the Day. Sf 
(For Hogarth, whereſoe ar he'll call, 

Is well receiv'd and thank'd by all.) 
Among the reſt was Peggy plac d, 
They all were fair; but ſhe was grac'd 
With ſomething ſo divinely bright, 
That I want Words to paint her right; BT. 
He well perus'd her charming Face, | 1 5 
There ſaw united ev ry Grace, | 5 
That e er adorn'd the Female Race ! 

Her Eyes the brighteſt Beams diſpenſe, 

Yet all is mix d with Innocence ! 

The matchleſs Symmetry o'th' whole 

Plays in his Eye, and fires his Soul! 

His Colour went and came by Turns, 

Now he's all Ice, and then he burns 
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70 Po E MS" on are Occofont, 
He's rapt, he's loſt in deep Surprize,  , 
He ſighs, but knows not that he ſighs! 
He gaz'd enamour'd : thrice eſſay d 
To breathe out, fair, angelick Maid! 
Its Office thrice his Tongue forſook, 
And in faint fault'ring Accents broke! 
At length, tis ſhe ! tis ſhe! he cries, 
* "Tis Venut ſelf has left the Skies ! 
« There! there ſhe ſits in ſweet Diſguiſe ! _ 
The Ladies ſmil'd at the Deceit, 
And freely own'd the pretty Cheat: 
Tis BGA who thus ſtrikes your Eyes, 
BA for whom each Lover ſighs ! 
For whom each ſickens, pines, and dies 
% Quoth he, ſuch Charms I cannot paint, 
«© The lively'ſt Strokes to her are faint! 
« How weak is Fancy's richeſt Flight, 
<< Tt neer can reach ſuch Beauty's Height! 
J own my boaſted Project's vain ; 
« T'll ne'er of Nature's Works complain, 
In B---&- -x they'll triumphant reign! 


Pon us on ſeveral Occaſions. 1 


On the Same. 
As Alter'd by -Henry Stonecaſtle, Eſq; 
; | Hogarth, Ps th' admiring Town 
Britain's Apelles juſtly own ; 


For thy great Strokes with Nature ſtrive, 
And bid the glowing Canvas live ; 


| So artfully they cheat the Eye, 

| We ſpeak, and wait for a Reply. n 
O Hogarth, pictur' d by thy Care, 
While J have ſeen the blooming Fair, [ 


While I have view'd each mimick Charm, 
Pe felt my ſwelling Boſom warm, 
Kindle with pleaſing am'rous Fires, | 1 
And glowing, melt with ſoft Deſires. 3 
Deluſion ſweet l thy matchleſs Art 
Is Nature's ſelf; it wounds the Heart. 
Once in his Fancy's higheſt Flow, 
Apelles, his great Art to ſhew, 
Reſoly'd his fineſt Strokes to try, 
And Nature's choiceſt Works out-vie ; 
From ev'ry Fair a Charm he ſtole, 
And nicely blending up the Whole, 
He bid the heav'nly Image prove 
The Queen 'of Beauty and of Love. 
n x : F 4 . Horarth, 


72 PoEMs en ſeveral Occaſions, 
' Hogarth, like his great Maſter too, 
Deſigning Nature to outdo,  . . 
His higheſt Proof of Art to give, 

And bid another Venus live, 

To draw his Piece he took his Way, 

Where Belles o'er elemental Tea, 

In am'rous Prattle waſte the Day : 

Among the reſt was Peggy plac'd, 

With all the Charms united grac'd : _ 
Hogarth with Wonder view'd the Maid ; 

Thrice he in vain to ſpeak eſſay d, 

Its Office thrice his Tongue forſook: 

At length in fault ring Words he ſpoke. 
ce Tis ſne Venus has left the Skies, 

« And there ſhe ſits in ſweet Diſguiſe; 
% How vain, how vain is our Deſign, 

«© When we'd attempt at what's divine? 

Each ſmiling told him the Deceit, 
That B---k-—» was the pretty Cheat. 

de Still then, cries he, my Project's vain, 
Il neerof Nature's Works complain, 
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Part Sarin, Part Posener 


N. B. This PoE IH (Part of which is lot ) was 
found among ſome Papers Helong ing to @ Poet 
lately Py which bear Date in Queen 
Elizabeth Time, when 15 Aae this 
was wrote, 


EAR t St. Martixs Church, of Strufture gay, 
Where haughty Lace women their Pride diſplay, 
There is a Court, the firſt i th Book of Fame 
For Flanders:Lace, of Quality its Name: 
Here wou'd-be Ladies, from the firſt to laſt, 
With mimick Grandeur ape St. James's Taſte. 
Miſs Dainty makes a ſhift to riſe at Noon, 
And takes ten. Sorts of Phyſick before One. 
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Ab, what avail * Vard's famous Drop and Pill, 

They can't Love, that ſoft Invader, kill! 

ler Eyes ſuffus d and dim are languid grown, 

The Roſes from her Cheeks and Lips are flown, 

A paliſh Yellow over-ſpreads her Face, 

Not much unlike the Hue of Bru?/ls Lace; 

She's peeviſh, ſplenetick, will ſmile no more, 

For only can her Bloom reftore : 

But oh a brighter Nymph has touch'd the Swain, 

And ſhe till Death may figh for him in vain! 

Behold Redef/a, modeſt Maid, advance; 

| She n&er was ſeen at a lewd Midnight Dance; 

Who can one Action of her Life deride ? 

She's free from Affectation, free from Pride. 

| 'T envy him who has her Virgin Vows, 

But if he's worthy, may he be her Spouſe ! 

Miss Sullen, tho' moroſe, is not to blame, 

She's young, I wou'd not blaſt her budding Fame. 
Who's ſhe who'as naught mechanick in her Face? 

A Lady ? Sure ſhe does not deal in Lace 

Behind a Compter ſhe was never made 

To fit, her Genius can't be for a Trade; 

That Affectation in her Air and Mein 

Reſembles that I've at the Playhouſe ſeen : 

I know her now, Biddyna, that gay Flirt, 

That Butterfly, that painted Child of Dirt ;” 


0 


4 * The Author means Sir Philip Ward, 5 f n 
ollege of Phyſicians in 1587. Ws Grand ather to tht 
Fre/ent celebrated Dr. W ud. Rapin's Hiſt, of England 
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PoE NM on ſeveral Oecaſom. : 
O let me laſh this vain, this trifling Thing, 
This: gilded Snake that ſmiles, and fain wou „ 
What Uſe t herſelf or others i is her Life 8 
She's neither fit for Miſtreſs nor a Wife; 
A Female Friend has all her ſofteſt Vows, 
And what they do together the Lord knows! 
But has ſhe no Accompliſhments ? why yes, 
She has an eaſy modiſh Air in Dreſs; : 
She ſpeaks a tender tragick Speech, tis thought, 
And a ſmart Epilogue without a Fault. IS 
She once had Senſe, now Self-conceit ſupplies | os 
Its Loſs,” and other mental Faculties. 
Obſerve that pale, that languid, drooping Fair, 
Whoſe Bloom can't be reviv'd with Chelſea Air] 
Might I preſcribe ; a Youth of Health and Fire 
Wou'd quickly bid that pallid Hue retire, 
And make the mantling Blood in Bluſhes riſe, 
Glow in her Cheeks, and ſparkle in her Eyes ; 
The Doctor's dull Receipts then let her tear, 
And take a Spark to chace away her Care. 
dee Fenatin and pert Biddyna meet; 
How croſs in 'Temper that, and this how ſweet ! 
My Lord and Lady Townly Arm in Arm! 
Sure they're united by ſome magick Charm ; 
Did Nature ſuch an Union e' er decree ? 
Why not, ſince Oil and Vinegar agree. 
OM Tis ſtrange, tis wond'rous ſtrange ! by Gad the Roſe 
Might as well bud beneath a Waſte of Snows. 
o the | But 
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Bt ee a happy Pair riſe to the Sight, 
Who waſte in Mirth the Day, in Bliſs Ss ! 
Alone Bulena is the blameleſs Wife, © | 

She only taſtes the virtuous Joys of Lie: | 
She pleaſes all, her Huſband doubly charms ; 
He knows no Joy divided from her Arms; 
Wich a fair Iſſue bleſs'd, that round em ſmile, 
And with ſweet Prattle anxious Cares beguile. 
May no rude Storm their Bloom of- Pleaſure blaſt, | 
But may they breathe without a Pang their laſt ! 
Why ſhou'd I ſing how an old fickle Maid 
Her Marriage with an honeſt Prieſt delay d; 
The bubbl'd Parſon Equipage prepar'd; _ 
The Nuptial-Day was fix*d, but twice. deferr d, 
Deferr'd by her] he ſpent three hundred Pound 
In Dreſs, in Treats, to have his Pleaſure crown'd ! 
May ſhe for this be doom'd alone to lie i 
Waking and wiſhing, and unpity'd die |— 

Or how the modiſh Miſtreſs of each Houſe, 

Or keeps a Gallant, or maintains her Spouſe ; 
Or how —— | 


The reſt is tore out. 
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I ad 
The Lac a- Won EN. 

An Epigrammatick Simile. 

) — and H—, Partners proud. 
Two Lace- hops infolently boaſt, 3 


But R — 7 between em draws the Croud, * 
In her's their piddling Trade is loſt. 


Tou ve ſeen a Ring, on either Side 
Studded with Sparks of triſling Size; 

They're nothing ; tis the Brilliant's Pride, 
Pth * that attracts our Eyes. 


CT Ty | 


CuertD and Ganruans a Dialogue, written 
in the Year 1736. 


In Imitation of Moi. De La Motte. 


Eaſe, Cupid, ceaſe, thy Prattle's vain ; 
I all thy little Arts difdain. 

C. What! can't the charming Biduy move? 
and melt thy icy Heart to Love? 


The 


f 


. * porus on e — 
The "yy Bid, whoſe ſparkling * 
A EF deſpair and die. 3 


r 


She vi Plates thine and Nature's Laws; _ 
If one ſoft Wiſh her Boſom warms, b 
She flies to worthleſs, Betty's Arms. 
Ceaſe, Cupid, ceaſe ; thy Prattle's vain ; 
I all thy little Arts diſdain. 
C. See blooming Nanqys Air 8 
Or Peggy's Shape and Angel- Face! 
Can't thou reſiſt that heavenly Bliſs 
That thrills thee at each balmy Kiſs ? 
G. They both with powerful Charms are grac'd; 
May each with him ſhe loves be bleſs'd ! | 
—— Pſhaw, prithee ceaſe ; thy Prattle's vain ; 
I can I think, thy Arts diſdain. | 
C. What if I give you Pow'r to move | 
Jen, the young, the cooing Dove ? | 
Tou bluſh, what mean thoſe broken Sighs ? 
See, from your-Cheeks the Colour flies; 
Say, Rebel, is my Prattle vain? CN 
And doſt thou now my Pow'r diſdain ? - © 
G. No more I dare my Coldneſs boaſt, 
She is my loy'd, my fav'rite Toaſt: 
Yet know that none cou'd &er prevail, 
' Except my dear delightful D 
Sent 


* This Line, I fag, is to be taken ironically ; for tht 
QJeung Fellow here meant is more remarkable for Inconfianq, 
than * it Amours, 
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Sent with ſome Svurr. 


EAR Fenn, if this Snuff Thou'd want 
Such Odours as your Breath beſtows, | 

Your Touch will give 't a ſweeter Scent 
Than Quinteſſence of fragrant Roſe. 


SOIC VE KIN. 


Cup rp Metamorphogd, Sc. 

UPTD, all thoſe that read may find, 

In Days of Yore was counted blind ; 
dome ſay he was a filly Soul. E. 
And little better than a Fool; 5 Ee 
Others, that he lov'd peeviſh Actions, 
And dipp'd Folks in a thouſand Fractions. R 
I grant you theſe were Truths of old, ; 
But will for ſuch no longer hold ; 
The Stripling's quite another Creature, 
And chang'd, believe me, for the better. 
The Urchin once had ne'er an Eye, 
Now ſees as well as you or I; 
51 He once of Senſe had ne'er a Bit, 
ang, But now's a Spark of ſprightly Wit; 


Sent 
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This Brat to vex all us d to ſtrive, 
Now's the beſt - natur d Thing alive. 
Whence cou d this Transformation flow ? 
Have Patience, and I'll let you know. _. 
The Gods being on ſome ſolemn Matter, 
That ſuited not with, Capid's Nature, 
He ſtraight reſoly'd to ſeek ſome Mirth, 
Among the Follies of the Earth: 
'To * Taviffock on Wings he's born, 
And lighting at the Unicorn, 
There thought he heard ſome Females prove 3 
For Wits you know ſome time will rattle, 
But Woman without End affords 
A Superflaity of Words . 
Hence Engliſb Huſbands oft complain 
With Noiſe their Dearies ſplit their Brain 3 
What ſtupid Humdrums not to prize | 
Their Wives becauſe than them more wife. 
But that is not the preſent Caſe, 
So if you pleaſe we'll let it paſs 3 
And I'll my Tale to th' End purfue, 
Which tho! it be a Tale is true. 
Where did I leave? Pſhaw ! Pye forgot, 
Was ever ſuch a blund'ring Sot ? 
Stay let me ſee O, 1 that's true, 
In Winys Eyes he plac d kb that, / 
There found a . fo dear fo fyret. 


®* Taviſtochfireet, 
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That Mock he receiv'd his Sight, 
And bleſs'd the new-born Beams of Licht! | 
Gay Sally gave him Wit refin'd, rr 
And all the Beauties of the Mind! © 
Good-natur'd Judy next beſtow gd 5 
The ſweeteſt Temper on the Gd] 
That Inſtant Fel! and two more came is 3 
Who' re too well known to need the naming mew 


(And for that their rough Names in Khyins no 
With a ſmooth Jingle will not chime) volt 
Arch Cupid drew his Bow and Quiver, © ' © 
And whipp'd 'em all thro' Heart and 1 


Then thus he ſpoke—— Ladies, theſe three 
Shall ſigh for you, while you are fre. 
The Conqueſt ſeem'd not worth their Care, a 
So with a cold regardleſs Air nos 

They paſs d it by we hope that you, Sir, 

Will ſtay at leaſt an Hour or two here; e 
And lers intreat you be ſo free R 9 
To name your fa write Sort of Tea; K 5 
We've Green, Imperial, and Boben. 

'Tis now but half an Hour paſt Four, 

The Kettle has been on this Hour. 

Come tell. us the Amours above, 

How Gods and Goddeſſes make Love; 

You may let's know, *twixt this and Seven, 

What Kind of Life they lead in Heaven. 


G | By 
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By all that's ſoft I cannot ſtay 

To drink one ſingle Diſh of Tea, 
For I'm engag'd at th' Opera. 
On the Tave/fth-night, truſt me, TI'fl came 

To play at Cards in this ſame Room : 

You then their rakiſh Pranks ſhall hear, 

At which you'll laugh I vow and ſwear 3 

TI tell you of their lawleſs Loving, 

How Juno ſcolded Fove for Rovying 5 

How Venus ſtole from Bed as foon 

As Vulcan ſlept, and lay till Noon 
Wich Mars for only Half. a- Crown. 
How many Cuckolds lodge among us, 

To what Miſhaps they all are fated, 

And who the laſt was ſalivated 

Bat hold thoſe three ſeem leath to go, 
And here wou'd ſpend an Hour, or ſo; 
Lm ſure they're yours with Vows-moſt fervent:: 
And I'm your very humble Servant. 
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den with the Song of, Was ever Nymph like Roſamond, 

AD Aliſan, your charming Mein, 
Your Shape, your Air inchanting, ſeen 5 

Had he but known your matchleſs Wit, 

Where all that's gay and ſprightly _ 

With no Eclat, devoid of Praiſe, 

Fair Roſamond in his ſweet Lays 

Had ſhone ; but you, more chaſte, more fair, 

Had been his firſt, his only Care; | 

Like yours his Thoughts with Truth had flow'd, 

As pure as Virgin-Snows untrod. 


| | | herb ret beret ere bbr te 
ADVICE. 


I. 
8 F ns, and and 8 Belles o'th' Ages 


O/myne's Lowe-fick Heart engage, 
mit with the Graces of each Toaſt, 


ile knows not which to value moſt. 
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IL. 
Th enamour'd Youth thus ope'd his Mind, 
Dear Vill, you know in Love we're blind, 
Their Charms and Foibles pray impart, 
Your Choice ſhall guide my wand' ring Heart. 


| IIT. - 
I anſwer'd, Fs poſleſs'd of all 
That charms the Eye, or ſtrikes the Soul; 
IT own it is my daily Prayer 
My deareſt Friend were bleſs d with her. 


X IV. + 
Or elſe let F—s, fair virtuous Maid, 
With genial Raptures crown your Bed, 
Her happy Temper will beſtow “ 

The greateſt Bliſs that Mortals know. 


V. 
But S——, Libertine profeſs'd, 
Calls filial Duty a dull Jeſt, 

With City Squire, at Morn's Approach, 
Returns from Balls in Hackney-Coach. 


VI. 
My Muſe with Bluſhes hangs her Head, 
She hates a Midnight Maſquerade, 
She mutters S— with a Sigh, 
And doubts a Proſtitute ſhe'll die. 
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Sent with ſomeGreen Wax to Mrs. Mary P— 


* OUR Beauty, lovely charming Maid, 

Will ever wear a blooming Hue ; 
Till Ever-greens begin to fade 
We ne'er ſhall ſee Decay in you. 


FDD 


Written extempore, o or a Glaſs, on hearing 
Mr. N: 7 ſing. 


Eſiſtleſs Muſlek can impart 
| The ſweeteſt Raptures to the Heart; 

Its every Charm in N——2z dwells, 
For Farinelli he excells ; ; 
Hark ! hark! he ſings ** Oh ſoftly tread 
„While V warbles round mY Ho 15 
O that each Faculty were Ears, 
Thut I might taſte nought but thy Airs; 
By thy ſweet Nates we're taught to prove. 
How Seraphs charm the Powers above, 
Nay thine their Harmony tranſcends, - _ 
For ſee, Apolle's ſelf deſcends, 
G 3 Diſdains 


386 Por us or ſeveral Occaſons; 
Diſdains the Diſcord of their Strings, 
And only liſtens while thou ſings! . 
Had thou aud Orpheus, in one Grove, 
Warbl'd melodious Notes of Love, 
Each Stone, each Stream, and every Tree 
Of Taſte refin'd had follow'd thee. — 
No more the Theme ill ſuits my Lays, 
Thee, only Angels, Gods, can praiſe. 
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On Miſs B——37. 


ilſt all Clarinda's Praiſes FLA 

Whilſt . the tuneful Numbers try, 
Muſt I till ſnun the trembling String, 

And B—= paſs negleQed by? 


B „ Whoſe Soul thoſe Arts diſdains, 
From which Clarinda's Conqueſts flow ; 

, who till triumphant reigns, * * 

The Queen of Beauty here below. +» 


Her Wit or Charms to blaſt, in vain 
Let Fops in pointleſs Verſe engage, 

B—— their weak Efforts diſdains, 
And mocks their Satyr's idle Rage. 


B 


See, 


, i 


cy Ws en ſeveral Occafiom. 


Bee, fee, 3 
Darts Love and Majeſty around; 
Not half ſo ſwift the Light' ning flies, 
Nor kills with half ſo ſure a Wound. 
Ta paint each Charm, each heavenly Grace, 


Which Ger her ſnowy Boſom rove ; 
Or draw the Beauties of her Face, 


Even Hogartl's Hand too weak would prove. 


To ſing her Wit „ 
Wou'd more than Vallers Art require 5 
Prior his ſofteſt Verſe in vain 


Would try, in vain his darling Ire 


Let other Beauties ftrive with Wiles 
A feeble Empire to maintain, * 

Study new Airs, and practice Smiles, 
Their ſtudy'd Airs, and Smiles are vain. 


As Venus ſingly reigns above, 
And knows no Riyal in the Skies, 

So here below the Throne of Love 
Is fed in beauteous B Eyes. 
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ee e LESLEY 5 


The BROWN BEAUTIES. 


In cribs to Mi 15 M—n Mifs nd 
/ Mi . J— 4 


Nut- brown Maid (if I'm not wrong) 
Immortaliz d old Chaucer's Song; 
That Age, one only reigning Toaſt, , 
That barren Age of his cou'd boaſt. 

But ours more fertil doth produce 

Three Nut-brown Maids, all in one Houſe. 
Compare not Beauty to a Flower, 

That droops and ſickens with a Shower; 


Charms ſuch as yours can ne'er decay, 7 


They'll ever bloom as freſh as May. 

And pleaſe thro? every Scene of Life, 

In Maid, in Miftreſs, or in Wife. | 
Eternal Youth and Beauty crown wt 
One only Colour, which is Bow x. 


n 
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ass ss sss Ba888888 38888882 
Upon a certain VicTUALLER'S reading the 
Bill for preventing the Retail of S Pirituous 
Liquors, Punch, Sr. 


In Initation of the Style of the Dancing, 


OT far from Cheapfide-Condeit, at the Head, 
Lives a proud Hoſt far fam'd for pinching Bread 
Tho' Plenty with her Sweets this Iſland chears, 
His Table a penurious Pittance bears; _ 
But now "twill be far worſe; the Spirit'ous Bill 
Is paſs'd, his future Hopes of Gain to kill. 
With wat'ry Eyes he views the leſs'ning Score; 
Punch, profitable Punch, is now no more 
With furious Fret his Orbs do wildly roll, 
He ſees, and fighing ſees, each empty Bowl. 
Then he; Oh how ſhall I this Loſs ſupply ? 
Each Trick, each Artifice henceforth Ill try; 
Pl with new Arts toſs up and froth my Beer, 
* Tho' ſtale, not ripe ; tho' thin, yet ſeldom clear 1 
So ſweetly mawkiſh, and ſo ſmoothly dull, 
Heady, not ſtrong, and foaming tho' not full.“ 
Never again the Loaf ſhall ſee my Board, 
I will no more ſuch Liberties afford; 
Tis Folly; tis Extravagance ; To-day 
Pl change the Courſe, and make em double pay; 


Thin 


90 POE Ns en, ſeueral Occaſions, 
I hin ſcanty Slices I will force 'em eat, | 
And charge em Eightpence for a Groat in Meat; | 
A Penny each for Muſtard and for Salt ES: 
I' ſcore em up, nor ſhall they dare find fault 
If they aſk why, and I ſhau'd Reaſons want, 
Tll anſwer that they ſha'n't, becauſe—— they ſhan't. 
What muſt I do? My Alehouſe caſt aſide, 
+ And keep a Shop again, my better Guide ? 
' Ye China Bowls, muſt I no more behold | 
You ſparkling ſmile, and ſwell each Shot to Gold ? 
And muſt I Night and Day now fee you dry? 
No, no, my Tears wou'd want of Punch ſupply ; 
= O how I'd triumph in damn'd 4þley's Fall, 
May Ruin ſeize him! he'as undone us all. 
Shall I ſell Beer alone? no, twou'd traduce 
And fink that Pride with which my Gueſts I uſe. 
Had th' Parliament thee, Punch, a longer Date 
Decreed, I might have ſpnng'd a large Eſtate? 
But ſee! © Rack, Brandy, Rum, to naught deſcend! 
«« And all thy Cauſe and Empire at an End! 
\ What Uſe are Bowls ? I'll trait an Altar raiſe, 
And each ſhall crack and periſh in a Blaze. 
You fix Wood Ladles the whole Pile ſhall found, 
And you ſhall with this largeſt Bowl be crown'd ; 
Five Shillings, three and two will ſhape the Pyre, 
And laſt this Tiff of Sixpence tip the Spire. 


8 
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7 The 
A Gentleman was ſeo d a Penny for Muflard t « 


: of Cheeſe, and adtualſ paid it.0 
Þ+ This alludes to his having formerly been a Taylor. 
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The Pile thus form'd, he took a farewel Look, 

Adieu my Punch-bowls ! better thus expire, 

Than live, me, with your empty Looks, to tire, 

To torture, to diſtract; once more adieu, 

I can't ſuryive ! 'ere long I'll follow you. 

Then thrice he touch'd the * Bill, and thrice his Sou 

Within him ſhrunk, and ſtartbd at the Scroll 

At laſt he lights the Pyre ; the ſudden Flame 

Mounts fiercely up, and ſhakes the nodding Frame; 

The greedy Flames the Ladles ſoon confume, 

And now the Bowls expect their final Doom; 

Tis here; behold, they tumble from on high, 

They break, and in ten thouſand Pieces fly ! 

At this o'erwhelm'd in Grief in Tears he ſate, 

And mourn'd this Emblem of Retailers Fate. 
While thus he griev'd, he heard a Noiſe without, 

He went and ſaw the Devil of a Rout 3 

Confus'd he wildly gaz'd upon the Crowd, 

And thus remark'd in Exclamations loud. 


— 


See! Oranges and Lemons thrown i'th' Street! 


Lol the ſame Fate the uſeleſs Punch-bowls meet! 
See ! Brandy-ſhops, whoſe Pots were wont to glow 
With burniſh'd Gold, now wear a fable Hue 

Behold | Diſtillers blind with frantick Rage, 
And Innholders in Civil Wars engage! 

dee] how they tremble at approaching Jails ! 
Lo! Madneſs o'er their little Senſe prevails ! 


Hark, 


Bill againſt retailing Spirituous Liquors. 


92 Por Ms on "ſeveral Occaſions. 
Hark, hark ! Damnation ſeize the Bill ! they cry, 


„ See! how they ſtare, turn giddy, rave and die! | 
I come, I come; with you Þ'll glorious fall, 
Let univerſal Ruin ſwallow all ! 


bee 


On Miſs Peggy H---k--<t, 


V ITH each angelick Charm Miſs H.—I.—7s gilt; 
To prove this Belle's a Woman, ſhe's a— Jilt. 
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On Miſs B--r7--n's Manner of taking Snuff. 


ROM Agate-box, the neweſt Mode, 
Her Snuff Miſs Bid takes in a Shell : 
A thouſand Times to me ſh'has vow'd, 
Tis faint, tis languid, has no Smell. 


JI. 
The Reaſon's plain; her roſy Hand 

Its Fragrance to the Snuff denies; 
The rival Shells triumphant ſtand, 
The Snuff with Envy pines and dies. 


III. 


Po x Ms on ſeveral Occafions. 93 


2 III. 

Theſe guilty Shells if you'll but throw, 
Dear Bid, like others in the Streets, 
Your Snuff with fineſt- Scents will glow, 
And vie with bleſs'd Arabia's Sweets. 


eee 


me an Ong 


HIS Preſent, Kalten of the Fair, 
Tho? baniſh'd from its native Chine, 
Its Odours freſh will ever bear, 
Unputrify'd by Change or Time. 


IT. 
Thus You, thro' &ery Scene of Life, 
Whilſt Wit or Beauty have a Charm, 
Do now, a Maid, and will, a Wife, uf | 
With Love each glowing Boſom warm. | 


* 


d Per s on ſeveral Docaſions, 


We fell in with two Litchfield Belles 

The ſofteſt Things we ſaid and ſwore ; | 
The generous Nymphs paid off our Score; 
At Night we warmly prefs'd—— you know what, 
They bluſt'd, and faintly ſaid, nay, do not; 
Their ſweet Reluctance fann'd the Fire, 

We muſt enjoy em or expire; 

In ſhort, we for their Huſbands paſod, 

And then we flew to Bed in haſte; 

But, O young Y/——-2, where ſhall I 

Find Words as ſoft as Bid's plump Thigh; 

As ſmooth as was her poliſh'd Skin, 

As ſweet as what J felt within! 

All Nights I've known compar'd with that 


9 taſteleſs, flat. 
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'To Mr. E. og Ne 

After a Journey ; London into the North, 5 
E briſty to St. Aan trotted, X 

Where we'd ſome Woodcocks nicely potted : . 

Next Morn young Daleworth ſoftly whiſper'd, 4 
On Gillingrove my A-—e is blifterd;— © r 
It breaks, it runs [O ſpare my Punning) 1 
Heaven keep thee, , from a * ' 
At Noon, as we regal d ourſelyes, | 
| 


po MS en Nö Occaſions. 95 
Next Day, oh mournfal Day! we parted, . 
The Nymphs and we juſt broken-hearted : 

For who that has à Girl enjoy'd c 
But parts with Grief— until he's cloy d. 

Next Day we drove a curked Trade, 
The Grey-horſe ſeem'd to boaſt a Jade, 
Nay more than ſeem'd; for, PM be ſworn, 
He'd neither eat good Hay nor Corn 82 
We burn'd him Wine to ſtop his ſcouring, 
Which in ten thouſand Pieces tore kim s 
The Reaſon of his being thus undone, 
The Hoſtlers were Rogues in London: 
In Days ewice one we went a * Hle 
Way, only two times twenty Mile ; 
With eaſy Journies & cetera, | 
We got him hither laſt Monday : © 
But Stump fed well, at Nights he laid, 
Like me he with his Journey play'd ; 
His Virtues, Ned, theſe hard-bound Brains 
Of mine can't reach in equal Straits, 
For had. I Batls/'s Wit and Fire, 
My Muſe before my Horſe -won'd- tite 
do believe, twixt me and you, 

He'd ha' brought me down in Days twice two z 
He is the beſt that Iha'n't Time 
To write one ſingle other Rhyme, | 


[ hear ten thoufand Folks below, 
That want to aſk me how I do. 


\ # 


* 4 North-country Word for little. 
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She faintly anſwer'd, while we kiſg'd, 


W 4 Por MS on e, —— 


The Joy, the Tranſport I fele here 

At the ſweet Sight of all that's dear 

I can't deſcribe !—— but you'll excuſe _ 
My willing, inſufficient, Muſe. ._ 


: Our Folks and yours are very well, 7p a „ 
Service to Friends, and eke each Bell. 
Per Poſt's Return, as „ 1 
To this I do demand an Anſwer. 


E 
* 


P. S. I pray, young ., take no Notice 
That Daleworth's Horſe not worth a Groat i. 


Chard he mr aeeneapeneeeenm 


The Maran {2 A Son G. 
To a favourite Air of Mr. Handel's. 


Looming Chlue, charming Creature, 
Full of Wiſhes, tempting, gay, 
Pattern of excelling Nature, | 
Stole my love-ſick Heart away : 
E'ery Night I warmly preſs'd 3 / 
For the greateſt Bliſs below ; 


So 


I muſt not, dare not, no, no,- no, no. 


” IX 7 7 


Penne * mne 9 


1 N 
One n Ad hes 
Melting in my Arms ta lays 
All the Night Þ'd have poſſeſsd her 
But ea d res Here re Day: 
— Irdvaprahs Thom. 
Till mgiſten'd by the genial Dew 
They ope their Adorno: the More, 
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The Slighted Old Maid. 


[Xe HO RA void of each enchanting Grace; 
The lovely Shape, the Air, or blooming Face, 
Still worſe, in her in vain you hope to find 

The ſweet Attractions of a poliſh'd Mind. 

Full forty Years have trench'd her wrinkV'd Brow, 
She looks as if he Death, I don't know how 3 
Oft, oft repuls'd the has been forc'd to prove | 

The various Pan of proffer d, ſlighted x Love. 

There was a Youth in every Thing compleat, 5 
Bright as his Sire, and like his Siſter pats + 
He ſcerp'd by bounteoys Nature farm'd to inſpire | 
The coldeſt Breaſt with Sparks of warm Deſire ; 

His Name Femelle : ſhe, at the firſt Sight 
x, Perceiy'd him fit to give and take Delight. 
H She 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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She wiſh'd, ſhe ſigh'd, the languiſh'd for a Kiſs, 
She glow'd, ſhe burn d for more ſubſtantial Bliſs. 


Fenne llb mark d Diſorder in her Air, xt r 


He ſaw ſhe gaz d on him with eager Stare: 

Soft broken Accents piec'd her whole Diſcourſe, 

Yet he ne er thought that Love was the fond Source. 
While ſhe more vain hop'd that her beldam Charms, 
With Art, might'tempt the Youth to fill her Arms. 
She gave a thouſand Hints, which he ne'er took, 
She was his Bane, he cou'd not on her look. 


At laſt her Picture neatly fram'd in Gold 


She did preſent, and thus her Mind unfold. 

Fennell, form'd with every Att to pleaſe ! 

With Grace you move, and ſpeak polite with Eaſe! 

I muſt, ſweet Youth, poſſeſs you or I die 

Say, ſhall. in vain a Virgin for you ih?) 

This dear Reſemblance of myſelf pray keep - | 
To ſooth, with am'rous Dreams, each Night, your Sleep: | 
Or elſe, my dear, your Cloſet let t adorn, 
Finſpire your Soul with bliſsful Thoughts each Mora. 
While 1— but here Jennelli cut her ſhorts 

Madam you'll ne'er enjoy the wiſh'd-for Port. 

Damn it, can ſach a Hag e'er ſuit. my Taſte, | 

If you have been, you may continue, chaſte ; =P 
The cold, the Winter Blaſts, which you wou d bring, 
Wou'd nip the budding Bloſſoms of my Spring 
Some blooming, Fair with youthful Charms like May 

I will enjoy, and each with each be gay— f 


Pour 


"an ond a . AY | 
Your Picture, ſhocking: Piece] I recommend 4 
To the quaint Taſte of my peculiar Friend, in 
Who, makes a choice Colle tion of each Fur, 
Frightful old Maids, and batter'd Jades of Dry: 
Among his curious Set that hideous Face 
Will juſtly claim a Preference of Place. 

With Rage, Deſpair, and all the Paſſions tols'd, 

To Fame, to Love, to all that's dear loſt, 
She roll'd her Eyes indignant, thrice eſſay'd 
To raiſe her one-fide Crutch and break his Head, 
And thrice, ſo fierce the Conflict ſhook her Frame, 
(I had forgot to tell you the is lame) 4 
She dropp'd her Hand, and lean'd upon her staff: 

He made his Leg, and left her with a Lau. 
Thus ſcorn'd, forſook, ſhe ſwore in mad a. 
She'd wed his Father and undo the Heir. 2 

O ſweet Revenge, thou Balm of Female Souls! 
Sovereign Revenge thou ſlighted Love controulsfo 
His Sire's a Man of Conſtitution firong, | = 
And tho! in Years I well may ftyle him young. a 
"Tis ſtrange! ſhe found the Means his Heart to move ; 4 
For who with Reaſon can account for Love? 2 a 
All blame his fooliſh Choice, and juſtly blamem 


«kl. 
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This Act will ſtain his yet unſullyd Name; _ 

If in his Breaft à tender Father's Care. 
Or if Self. preſervation have a Share, n = 4 
O may they whiſper him ere tis too late, 18 ng 9 
To break this Match, and ſhun thi r impending Pate! | 


100 PoE Ns on fever Octafions: 
Three Wives witk virtudus Joys have bleſs his Bed,” * 
But this won'l bring Pollution in their Stead... 1 


No more yet ſfiot d her fulſome Arts 1 
Then TI purſde che Sequel | of my Tate. 


. * 7 


3 
A Hymn to Sorrrubs. 


Weet Solitude, in 3 we * Hg 
Beſt Nictates to a heavenly Mind | 
"Tis thou alone that can't i impart *,. 
Seraphick Raptures to the Heart; 3 IF 
Remove me far from Crowds and Noiſe, 
And let me only taſte thy Joys. 
Thou can'it our groſs Deſires reſine, 
And breathe in us all Airs divine; 
Retir'd with thee we leave behind 
The various Buſtles of Mankind ; 24) 
With thee all Virtues fix their oats... - 
And dwell right pleas'd with ar keen 
No Guilt defiles a Place ſo fair, 
For all is true Elizium there. 1 
With heavenly H ymns the Groves 3 
| While Angels join the Choir, reſound. 
The wiſe Man's Years here happy, wh, 
For ſweet Content ſmiles in his Soul. 
Conyey me far from guilty Courts, 
e Vice in all its Shapes reſorts ; 


Where: 


re 


POEMS on feverul 2 Occaforts. "GOT 
Where Friends their deareſt Friends betray 


For Gold, ĩhat wipes all Stains away: 


And gaining ig Heyour gain Diſgrace.: | 0 


Thus madly barter heavenly Joys 

For Splendor, and ſuch earthly Toys. 
Happy in Skew, aud Sigh in State; | 
With thee in breczy Shades III tray, 

Where Streams in ſoft Meanders play 3 N 

There bleſs all Things that God has giw'n, 

And ſolely contemplate an Heav'n.; 

Who his Adores lives and dies- B 1 


ONT 


The fair Maid of the Inv. 
ITH eery Charm. an 
The matchleſs 7 — glows; © * 
As Beanty forms ber Angel- Far, 
So in her Spul cack Virtue gross. 


OO” 


| EE IT. 
Thus the great Source of our true Faith 


Lay at an Inn, in heav'nly Rays 
Enthron'd, redeem'd Mankind from Death 
And conſecrated all the Place 
N x . 
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On a young Lips wt Freckles in her 


WAS when the * iin s 
With all the Pomp of Light, and dee e 
That Nature gilded with the Blaze Divine 
Her Homage offer'd to his ſacred Shrine; 
Amidſt the Vot'ries D — 5s, ſhining Maid, 
Appear'd with more than mortal Charms array d; 
Amaz d, o'erjoy'd, all ſaw the glorious Si 
Confeſs'd, ador'd the Nymph's ſuperior Light: 
Phebus with Malice fraught, and Envy fir d, 
Aſham' d ſunk down his Head, abaſh'd retir d; 
At length the God incens'd gave Vent to Grief; 
What for this Contempt ſha'n't I find Relief? 
Shall thus my Honours all neglected lie ? 
Shall mortal Charms with Charms immortal vie? 
Revenge, Revenge on the devoted Head! 1 
His baleful Influence on the Nymph he ſhed : 
Thus on the Charms, which once eclips'd his Light, 
The God impreſs d thoſe little Orbs of Night. 


. 
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Upon a kind | young Lady's | Pregnancy. 1 
Imitated from the French, 
W HEN Venus and Bacchus by Turns did delight 
Wich a Bottle all Day, and a Miſtreſs at Night“ 

I thought no Condition ſo happy as mine 
When the Charms of bright Beauty gave Zeſt to the Wine; 
But how fleeting's the Pleaſure ! how tranſient the Joy ! 
When the Gods are determin'd our Bliſs to deſtroy ; 


For alas ! I am now grown exceedingly dull,  _ | 

My Caſks are all empty, and Celia is— full. I 
lia is fall. 

* 3 a ' 2 | | 
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To Captain La 


Ince Girls of Twelve and Thirteen only charm, 
And L-—— Boſom with Love's Fire warm, 

What cruel Torments muſt thoſe Virgins prove, 

Whoſe riper Age excludes them from his Love ! 


Eighteen deſpairs ; nay Fifteen ſcarce can boaſt — . 
She ever was the charming . Toaſt ; -1 i 
But I alas! have twenty Winters told, Kal 
What ſad Misfortune tis to be ſo old! 


Say then, O. by what mighty Art 
Theſe pretty young ones ſteal into your Heart ? | 


| And when we find a mutual Heart 
Come in between, and bid us part ? 
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If tis their Converſation you admire, 


I too may hope to Kindle ſoft Deſire: Barde 


For you may ſee by this, tar now and then 
J can * . N As: 
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Pertuna, © © 
e * 4 5, : J. 
Hv doſt thou, Fortune, e ever prove 8 

An unrelenting Foe to Love; | 


3 
Bid us love on, from Day to 
And wiſh and wiſh the Soul away, 
"Till Youth on genial Wings 1s fled, 
And all the Life of Life is dead!“ 


HII. 


Bot buſy, buſy fill art thou, 


To fix the lovelefs, joyleſs, Vow 
The Heart from Pleaſtte'to delude, 


And bind the gentle to fe nde. 
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How oft have I thy Frowns Mabel : 
As Love in ev'ry Shape be ßß ow 
When for each Nymph ry Skeart did burn, | 
And loſt each Nymph ſtill in ker Pn. 


W. 
How bleſs'd in all my doul Yard! . ay ang 0 1 
In her was center d ey*ry Grace, en 3! * 


VI. 
Vnclouded then each⸗ement- pdfs (! 
Serene, and all in Sunſhine Urevd, 8 
Then Life was Dance, ant Play, aud Song, 
The dear Inchantment laſtett long. 2 N 1 F 
. VII. 
| put at Diſanee very Fear, 
| thought no Danger eo come Hear, 
Till thou curs'd Fortune! didſt iutrude, 
Ard bound the gentle to-the rüde. 


VIII. 
forever loſt ! a long Adieu 
0 deſtin'd to another's Vow ! 
Then Years in Solitude I mourn'd, | _ 
Til late my former Joys retum'd, 


IX, 


u r 
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"Till late Belinda, heavenly Dame! - |; | + 5 
And kindly eas'd my anxious Pain, 
And ſhew'd me Chloe o'er again. 
marie 
Now Fortune, now thy Suppliant ſpare, - 
Nor plunge me in another Care: 
O make the lovely Charmer mine, | 
The gentle to the gentle join 


For once be to a Lover juſt, _- /: 
For once attend my ardent Vo ws, 
This the laſt Stake Love has to loſe, - _ 


XII. 
For, know, if now thou dar'ſt deceive, 
No longer I'll thy Smiles believe, 


No longer I'll thy Aid implore, 
And thou and Love ſhall cheat no more. 
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bag 


The Paſſion fray Hack * 

uin harmonious Numbers tell | 

No Virgin ever lov'd ſo well: 

let other Nymphs try pe 

F e 

May . 

And I'll the reſt as Blanks deſpiſe ;— 
Who can with Safety ſee you dance, _ 

When in that Art you rival France ? 3 
What Nymph but feels her Boſom warm, 
When on the Violin you charm? 

Ah! L—— ! tum away your Eyes, 
(onſider ſhe who ſees em dies, 
The coldeſt Boſom feels a Flame, | 1 
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9 e "ie Sens of a Pea 
which ſhe had eat; one of her Admire 
took it up, and he and his Friend us d 
toaſt her with that Stone in Go On 


which re .” 
- TOP | ; 4 4 . 
ere healing Springs by Ae, 


Their wat ry Stores ſupply, g 42.01 
A Peach Stone yields the Wine as faſt, 


eee e 


T7 01. | 2 1191 3 
Such Magic in RF found,” 

By bright Maria taught, 
To ſpeed the cheerful Glaſs around, 

And conſecrate the PRIN 


ohe 
Bleſs'd be thoſe Lips, Se dh e 
Might waſting Life repair ! at 
To Nectar it converts the Wine, 
To Gladneſs ev'ry Care. 


© | GOay, 
' Give me that Balm to eaſe my Pain, 
And let the Relick ſtill remain 
To witneſs for the Saint ! 


oo” 


Ipo us o. ſfurrat Ortuſot. rag 


To a Lap on her PoE us. 8 
O your juſt Worth could T exalt my Lays; 
My Numbers could invitortafize N 
ſecond Ovid ſhould appear in me; CN 
ew Corinna ſtand reviv'd in thee. 1 
ar Wit and Beuuty am b r 
is charms the Soul, as that enchants the Eye. 
their whom © {formal 
h downy Feet the Numbers dance along. 

n every Theme with equal Grace you write. 

h every Theme you every Taſte delight. ; | 
nch! what Tranſports in the Soul you move, 
en Cupid dictates, and the Theme is Love. 
bd now methinks 1 feel the burning Smart. 
lc Pangs and Torments of a love- fick Heart; 
Nich its loſt Charmer's Abſence mourns in vain, | | 
u pants for Joys it never muſt obtain. : x 
ow Fear ſweet Comfort from my Boſom drives 3 5:36 —_ 
ow ſoothing Hope my fainting Soul revives. | ; ; | 
u ſtill my Breaſt, as ftilt your Mufe inſpires 3 * © | 
ow melts with Grief, now glows with warm Deſires. - 
ceed, ſweet Nymph ; and when the Hour draws tigh, 
hat fo much Wit, fo many Charms muſt die. 
ben each ſad Swain ſhall youỹ dear Loſs deplore, 9 
Ind thoſe bright Eyes ſhall charm the World no more. | 
ten ſhall your Works in Fate's Defiance riſe, 1 

ud bear your Fame triumphant to the Skies! 
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Dear Dan, 


Who . 80 f ita bd 

Not to excite your Mirth, but Pity, 
Who whilom ſung in tragick Tone, 
Of mournful Damſels left alone. 


And while I ftrove to make em weep, 1 90 Ne 
Perhaps have drawn your Eyes to Sleep; Fo 
Will now awhile my Meaſure vary 5 Yc 
And change my Note from fad to merry He 
And try for once (as you ſhall ſee)  _ Fo 
To make you laugh though tis at me. 2 
Our Thought, you know, is unconfin'd, WE A 
Can travel faſter than the Wind: ' M 
From World to World immediate fly TI 
Move nimbler than the quickeſt Eye 5 W 
Or Lightning darted croſs the Sky. Pl 
To far Japan this Inſtant roam, L 
And be the very next at Home. W 
Through brazen Walls its Paſſage force. 0 


Nor 4/þs nor Oceans ſtop its Courſe, 
2 ſecure through Fire and Water 
Through every Element can rove _. 
Through Hell below and Heay'n above. 
Thought can. do all Things every where, 
Thought can build Caſtles in the Air 
Without Tools, Timber, Brick or Stone, 
And dwell in em when it has done. | 


my 2 B& & 2 ] 2 3 
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In ſhort, its Power is paſt Deportes” 
While in the Genen ve are ſtaying, 
My greateſt Happineſs delaying. | 
You know when laſt to Town you came, 
My ruſtick Dreſs you us d to blame. | 
Now that no more ſhall give you Pain 
For when you come to Town again, | 208 
Your Brother you will hardly know, 
He's metamorphos'd to a Beau. | 
Fools ( Horace ſays} avoiding one | 
Extreme direct to t other rn. : 


0288 


Made of the very beſt of Hair 

Which in ſuch Heaps the Powder's thrown a 7 
Plaiſter'd arid dawb'd in ſuch a Load on | c 
Looks like a Buſh all over fnow'd 'on 

Which falling, ſhook down from my Block, 
Oerſpreads and whitens half my Back. | 
My Coat brown Cloth that's ſupertine, | * 
Which with a white Inſide J line. 

This the Deſcription of my Coat is, 

My Waiſtcoat too deſerves your Notice. 

On that it next muſt be deſcanted, 

Blue Silk with filver Buttons planted. 

My Breeches next Attention claim, 

In Colour as my Coat the ſame. 
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Buttons the ſame tas dawn each Side 
Which from the Holes keep Diſtant 9 
Leſt they the ſilken Puff ſuouic hide 
My Shoes without a Speck of Nit, 
And Stockings whiter ten my;Shirk.”! 
Linnen would do yon geod ta ſoe, 
And Gloves as neat, as neat can bs. 

Fine Cambrick Rufftesxpund my Weit, 
And what-d'ye-calllems- av the Breaſt 3 
Sham Silver Buckles add to theſoo ö; 
And Silver Garters round the Ene, 
From which two Silver Taſſets dangle, 
Aud in the glitt ring Sun-beams ſpangte. 
Aud laſt of all to crown the Rel, 
The very Cream of all the jet, 
A little nice new-faſhion'd Beavey, | 
Low-crown'd, ſhart-brimm' d, genteel and chro, 
Grac'd with a Silver Lace o'top, 99. 
With Silver Button, Silver Loop z = * 7 
This, when the Weather's fine and fir, | 


> 


Reneath my Arm I chiefly wear, 

Or elſe I cock it with an Air: 

Or when I fear the Sun will tan, 

It ſerves to ſcreen me for a Pan. | 

2 ſhort, equipp'd from Head to Feet, „ | 
ou'd fay I were a Beau complet. OO 

king 'd but propitious Deſtiny afford 

A Golden-headed Cane and Silver- ted nord! 


This 


{PRs e 


Duni mim, . 
In every Week, and that's o Sund, { | 


But am in Statu quo of Monday. 
On Sundays thus I ſhew away 


And have beſides, tho not ſo gay), { 


A handſome Dreſs for every Day. 
And now the Muſe, as I perceive, : 
Thinks it high Time to take her Leave, 
And ere her Buſineſs: half is done, 
Is in a Hurry to be gone. | 5 
Since ſhe'll be gone, why let her go, | 
It is her Way, her Tricks I know, . | 
The Baggage often ſerves me ſo. 
No Certainty is in the Dame, 
Unlook'd for, as ſhe went, ſhe came: 
Her Humour vaſtly ftrange and odd is, 
A greater Jilt than H-——n's Gaddeſs ; 
Still plaguing thoſe ſhe ne'er was meant for, 


Departs unbidden, comes unſent for. 


To-day with open Arms receives me, 


To-morrow in the Lurch ſhe leaves me. Fe 


To you indeed, to happy you 
The Dame is always kind and true; 
And while I'm forc'd to wait her Leiſure, 
Is proud herſelf tattend. your Pleaſure. 
No leſs her Favourite you are, 
Than you're the Darling of the Fair; 
And (did not Studies call you“ off it, 
Of leſs Delight but greater Profit, 


I Nor 


. pob ib on an Jreral Deb. 


Nor Views more laudable forbid n 
'To follow where the Muſe would lead you) 2 
Eclipfing all that went before ye, 88 


Might riſe the preſent Apes Wonder, 


| And all the God comes ruſhing on me 


To tumble thick and threefold in; 


And makes me, as you fee, 'a Dunck. 


4 
| 


Might ſhine Carliſies and England's Glory: 


And bid the Ancients all knock under. 
Sometimes the Rhimitig Fits upon mie, 


And a whole Crowd of Thoughts begin 
Then back he ruſhes all at once, 


So oft upon a low'ring Pay, 
Earth's gloomy Face by Fits is gay 
Sudden the Sun down darting on her, | 
Pours all his Rays at once upon her 3 | T 
Th' Horizon brightens all around, n n 
The Meadows ſmile, the Groves reſdund-. 1 
A Moment he diſplays his Fires, = AK 
Then in a Hurry he retire, 8 A 
Draws in his Rays, his Glory fhrowds, 8 N 
And veils his beamy Face in Clonds. 
Inſtant the chearful Scene is o'er 


pe Meadows ſmile, Groves ſing no more, 
— ne 
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Written, when a School-boy, at Fourteen. 


W 


Timprove each Charm, and heighten ey'ry Grace, 
And ſet thy Hair in Ringlets round thy F ace. 

Doſt thou perceive (ah heedleſslovely. Maid) 

The faireſt Flow'rs are thoſe that ſooneſt fade. 
Behold how gay the blooming Lilly ſhows, 

What beauteous Bluſhes paint the Damaſk Roſe. 
Nor Roſe nor Lilly will for ever laſt ; Wnt: AED. 
Their Beauty's over when the Summer's paſt. 
Then on that Face beſtow not ſo mach Pains, 

Twill laſt no longer than thy Youth remains. 

When Sickneſs comes, when wrinkled Age draws nigh, 
As fades the Roſe fo will thy Beauty die. 

No more on that thy precious Time employ, 


H Y, thoughtleſs Nymph, doſt thou conſult chy- W_ 
Glaſs 


7 


* 


en Age will thorty blaſt, and Death deftroy : ph FIR 


But on thy Soul, and to a nobler End 

Direct thoſe Hours you now ſo vainly ſpend. 

Thy Soul, which will thy fading Charms ſurvive, 
Aud Age, and Time, and Death ieſelf out⸗ live. 
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In ſpite of our moſt reſolute Efforts, 
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The Mus . 


17TH Nature's Will how vainly we contend, 
And try to ſhake our fated Burden off. 


She will prevail ; and each oppoſing Power, 
Though ſtriving long, compel to yield at laſt. 
She bids me ſing, and how can I forbear? 
The tuneful Art was ever my Delight, 

Ev'n from a Child devoted to the Muſe. 
Where'er I go her Preſence cloſe attends 
My Step, at every Seaſon, every Place ; 

At Home, Abroad, in Company, alone, 

By Day, by Night, at Leiſure, or employ'd, 
With me inſeparably ſhe unites 

Herſelf, and mingles with my every Thought. 
Breaks in uncall'd upon the buſy Hour ; 
The Vacant more than fills ; and from the Band 
Of Friends converſing, on a Sudden ſhe 


 Enchants the Preſence of my Mind away 


To airy Scenes, imaginary Worlds, 

Her own Creation. When I lonely walk, 
Or fit recluſe, ſhe ſtill comes ſtealing in, 
Bringing a Croud of Images along, 

To bear me Company in my Retreat, 
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Who find myſelf then leaſt, when moſt, alone. 
All Day ſhe haunts me, and when Day deſcends 
And Dark ariſes, when all Eyes but mine 
Are ſeal'd in Quiet, from my Couch ſelf, 
The Muſe intruding baniſhes Repoſe. 
Her frequent nightly Viſits importune, 
Steal half the downy Hours to Slumber due. 
While, copious iſſuing from her liberal Fount, 
A Stream of melancholy pleaſing Thoughts, 
In Numbers muſically mournful flows. 
$ through the lonely Stillneſs of a Gloom, 
When Sleep has filenc'd every Warbler elſe, 
Sweet Philomel harmoniouſly complains. 

. 
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E 900 
To the Tune of the Broom of Crowdenows. 


of my Charmer if you can, 
Was either moſt to blame, 

When firſt Exceſs of Love began 
Our Tranſports were the ſame. 


Bifful Tumults fir d each Breaſt, 5 
Our mutual Sighs conſent, . 
Love urg d and you provok'd the reſt £ 
P 147 whither can repent. | 
T3 Hoe 
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Tranſlated from Hor aces. 
Dus multd Gracihs te puer in Roſa, Se. 


I. 
HAT graceful Youth enjoys thy Charms, 
And ſtrains thee in his eager Arms, 
Upon a fragrant Roſy Bed ? 
What Lover, tell me, faithleſs Maid; 
In ſome cool Arbor's pleaſing Shade, 
On thy ſweet Boſom leans his Head; 


IT. 
While every wanton Art you try, 
And let your golden Treſſes fly, 
In Nature's ſimple Pomp array d. 
How oft, alas, will he in vain 
Of Fortunes cruel Change complain, 
And broken Vows, and Faith betray'd? 


IIT. 
How oft, poor Wretch ! with ſad Surprize 
Will he behold the chearful Skies, 
With ſudden Clouds and Storms o'ercaſt, 
While of his preſent Bliſs ſecure, 
He dreams whole Ages twill endure, 
And golden Hours for ever laſt. 


IV. 


* 


IV. a 
While fondly now he hopes you'll be 
For ever kind, for eyer free ; 

While by no adverſe Gale he's croſs'd, 
Too ſoon, alas, he'll ſadly find 
A fatal Changing of the Wind, 

And ſee his finking Veſſel loſt, 


N. 
Deluded Wretch ! who while all clear, 
All ſmooth and ſmiling you appear, 
So raſhly ventures out to Sea. 

But now I've ſafely gain'd the Shore, 

Tl truſt the flattering Waves no more, 
One Shipwreck is enough for me 


75 the Tune of, My Goddes Lydia Heavenly Fair, 


1133 
Right Celia Empreſs of my Heart, 7 
Joy of my Soul! in every Part, 8 
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8 
Cupid in Triumph round thee flies, 
And darts his Light ning from your Eyes. 
Not Venus ſmiles with ſweeter Grace, 
Nor charms with ſo divine a Face ! 


I. 
What beauteous Tinctures there are ſpread, 
The ſnowy vying with the red, 
As when the blooming Lilly glows 
With Bluſhes borrow'd from the Roſe. 


| IV. 
Oh ! let me fink into thoſe Arms, | ; 
With eager Joy devour thy Charms, 
Difſaly'd in melting Raptures lie, 
And in thy ſoft Embraces die. | 
H — 


OO OO it 


A LETTER to a Friend when the Author 
was ill of a Cold, 
Dear Dick, | 
Enſively alone I fit 
Forſaken both by Friends and Wits 
My Friends are all like Swallows flown, 
When Heat of Wit and Health is gone, 
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thought you honeſt once I ſwear, 
And can't but think you're ſtill ſincere. 
Then ſhow't for Godſake—— hafte and come, 
Lord how you'll laugh to ſee your Chum, 
Inſtead of ſinging, ranting, roaring, 
Drinking, carding, raking, whoring ; 
Inſtead of ranging ev'ry Street, 

Burleſquing all we ſee or meet, 

Inſtead of theſe my ranting Airs, 

You'll ſee me ſqueez'd in Eaſy Chair; 
With erabbed Looks, and Mouth awry, - 
And Caps pil'd full three Stories high; 
Coughing, ſpitting, ſneezing, hawking, 
Wanly looking, coarſely talking. 

Poor honeſt Dan can ſcarce be known, 
Your Friend's converted to a Gown. 

I'm like ſome Skeleton's hideous Face 
Juſt peeping from its wooden Caſe. 

You'll think it hard your Friend to find 
With Plato's Phiz, and not his Mind; 

One ſhort black Pipe, Faith but confer 
"Twill make me, or neer let me ſtir, 

juſt like ſome old Philoſopher. 

For all theſe IIls myſelf I blame, 

Becauſe I hanker'd after Fame. 

I nger had Wit — and needs muſt ſhow it, 
do like a Fool—— I liſted Poet. 

I needs muſt knock my Critick down, 
Encounter Satyr and Lampoon 


And. 
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And riſque my Fame ten thouſand Ways, 

To get in my declining Days 

An empty.Gutt—— and Crown of Bays. 

Pax take Parnaſſus, and the Nine 

[Your Helicon you think ſo ne, 

Is deviliſh Stuff to Mountain-wine. 

Shew me half the Charms in Fancy, 

As in ſoft engaging Nancy. 

What Idea's half ſo pretty 

As my real lovely Betty ? | 

Can YirgiPs Muſe ſuch Joy create 

As the Tongue of F udy T—— te ? 

Or Ovid better teach to love, | 

Than one kind Glance from Neliy Deve. 
But hold, my Muſe is weary grown, 

To take a Nap ſhe's laid her down- 

Againſt ſhe wakes an Anſwer ſend, 

And you'll oblige your loving Friend, 
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The Answzr. 
Dear Dan, 


Find by yours your Fear is 

The Proverb's true; Dum felix evis. 
Friends you ſhall have, and that a many, 
But when you're left without a Penny, 
Your Friends will, like your Purſe, decay, 
As it declines they'll fall away. 
This Accuſation is unjuſtly 
Laid againſt me (for never truſt me) 
If Tm not ſtill, and &er will be 
The ſame as in Proſperity. 
Tho Wit, Deſert, and Health forſake ye, 
If &er I do the Devil take me; 
But love you ſtill for what you have been. 
You ſurely have a Spaniel ſeen, 
Worn out with Age and conſtant Running, 
Now neither for the Net nor Gunning ; 
Yet ftill it's cheriſh'd and regarded, 
And for its former Acts rewarded. 
Can I reflect how oft we ſat 
With Glaſs in Hand, talk'd this and that ; 
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Laid Schemes to get a Diſh of Tea 

Wich this or that kind favourite ſhe, 

Or give our Thoughts on Poetry. 

We meddled not with more Affairs, 

And theſe alone were all our Cares, 
When all your Notions were ſo juſt, 
They Pleaſure gave, and always muſt. 

But now of all your Wit bereft 

And by thoſe ſhining Bitches left ; 

Can I think this and not be mov'd 

To pity where ſo much I lov'd : 

Tho', inter nos, Faith, youre but fitted, 
For all the Tricks that you've committed. 
The very Thoughts of your Condition 
Have almoſt brought me to Contrition. 

I wiſh no more you'd make thoſe Shams, 
Nor write your lying Epigrams. 

As for your carding, drinking, raking, 
Your whoring, ranting, Window breaking, 
And all thoſe Ills that's done at Night, 
Too wicked for the Publick's Sight, 

Tm guiltleſs, and I do diſclaim 'em, 

It even ſhocks me when I name 'em. 

That you in Eaſy Chair are ſqueez'd 
With racking Pains and Head-ach teaz'd; 
Tho” all your Fleſh from Bones were gone, 
And nought to cover but a Gown, 

Een then I'd pity as a Friend, 

But Heaven's Juſtice too commend. 


Thoſe 


PoE MS on ſeveral Occaſions. | 
Thoſe Crimes you're not content to do em ; 
But after publickly avow em. 
There's one Thing too, it's really kind 
In you to bring it in my Mind. 
It ne er wou d enter'd in my Noddle 
To think you like to Ar:flothe : 
With all my Skill I n&er cou'd trace 
Plato's grave Features in your Face; 
But I'd a Dozen Pipes confer 
To make you a Philoſopher. 
Another Thing you who did follow 
With ſuch Succeſs the great Apollo, 
Already had the juſt Renown 
Of being top Rhymer in the Town, 
To think of leaving off and tiring, 
The God's not weary with inſpiring, 
Aſk and hell give; let it not be ſaid. 
His Service is ſo baſely paid: 
You ſure ne'er taſted Hippocrene \ 
Nor on the Mount Parnaſſus been, 
Nor that inſpiring Fountain ſeen, 
But like ſome poor poetick Aſs, 
Miſtaken * Skidow for Parnaſſus, | 
And think when on it they're as high 
As ever Pegaſus can fly. 
It's my Opinion all your Ailings | | 
Are ſent upon you for, your Railings 


# ts V 
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- ' Againſt the God, and ſacred Nine, 80 


Your Ovid's Love; or Virgil's Thought, 


In being tedious, I'll conclude = 
With Prayers for your Health moſt fervent, 
And am your very humble Servant, 


And your comparing Mountain-wine 

To what they drink, Liquor Divine. 
I do not think't a Farthing Matter, 

Whether you make it Wine or Water. 

Repent, aſk Pardon of theGod, 

And write his Praiſes in an Ode. 

As for your fine Ideas and Fancies, 

Your Betty's, Mary's, and your Nang's 3 


Or any other Thing that's wrote, 
Can't half thoſe killing Joys create, 
As one kind Glance from F udy Tate. 
Dear Dan, leſt you ſhould think me tude 


J 
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Tramſlation from Nich. Poltare: 


EA TH looks moſt graceful when he ſtrides 
Oer bloody Fields midſt loud Alarms ; 
'Midſt Fear and Tumult on all Sides 

The Trumpet's Sound and Clank of Arms 3 
Midſt thund'ring Chariots neighing Steeds, - 
How greatly there the Warrior bleeds, 

Is it not better thus to die ? 

Than ling'ring on a Couch lie : 
Where the pale tortur'd Wretch ſuſtains 

A thouſand Fears, a thouſand Pains. 

And while grim Fate approaches ſlow, 

And long ſuſpends the threat ned Blow 5 
Hoping by Turns and dreading Death, 
Ingloriouſly reſigns his Breath. 
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A eſcription of a SUMMER 's Mornine, 


{ 


In Engliſh Hexameters, 


The three following Pieces were written in Imitatim 
of ſome 1220 P Mw 


N * « bright Chariot als Aurora aſcended, 
The glowing Orient with crimſon Bluſhes adorning ; 
An Nature arrouſes; the Lark from Slumber ariſing 
Up to the Sky warbles, Earth ſinking lowly beneath her, 
Fields, Groves and nn with various Harmony 
| ſounding 
Eccho around FRITH the Sheep unfolded in Hundreds 
Flock thro' the green Paſtures loud-bleating ; Phebus 
aſcending 
With golden 8 illumines all the Horizon, 
The Fields beſpangling, and ſcatters Glories around him. 
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The DvyinG ATaeisT's Soliloquy. 
ta Engliſh Hexameters. 10 


— and Exiſtence, ah muſt ye Ants fir 

ever, 
In blank Oblivion 1ummers'd, and Darkaeh eternal. 
Ah! in a few Moments muſt Annihilation end me. 6%# 87 
How is the Condition of a Brute to be wiſfi d; to be envyd; * 
That thro' his Exiſtence paſſes all unspprebenne 
Of Fate's Approaches; and ends unthoughtful of Ending. 
While poor Humanity his Deſtiny dreadfully knowing, > 
ExpeQs continual th impending Stroke, that awaits him, 
Not, that he muſt ſuffer, but muſt forekzow it, unhappy; 
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On VAIN-GIOB xx + 
In Engliſh Hexameters: 


Ae ayait by the Tongue of a 
| Mortal, 
If Heaven offended condemns us? Are any Applauſes 


: Ries worth than Innocence? 17 Deſert is Glory 
vo preferred? 
Oh 5 in Virtue may I live, with Infamy branded, 
Than by an ill Action obtain univerſal Applauſes. 
What u a World periſhing celebrate thee for Apes, 
on 8 75 
W eat ently with Obey Wg k- 
Deſtitute of Virtue, to thy Heart how wretched a Comfort 
Flattery external, while Conſcience inly reproaches ? | 
Stil'd from @ broad Hero, wail known by thyſelf for a 
Villain, 
No; if an Ambition immortal Glory poſſeſs thee ; 
Glory that unlimited ſhall thine through infinite Ages. 
Seek not from Earth- -born Humanity windy Applauſes ; 
Applauſes vaniſhing with the Breath of thoſe who 
pronounce them. 
Ya on a Wort mortal for immortal Fame the De- 
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' From Heav'n's high Sovereign is alone true Glory derived- 
- Hence chen alone ſeek it, Him obey ; then hall you, be 
certain 

To win it; extend it; ſecure it then, when in Aſhes 
Lie all the” Monuments of Fame, that a World has 
erected 
To 1 vain b Ambition, with the World milf; ſhall he 
With Glory Aithereal 3 with inconceivable Honous,, 
Infinite, eternal! while joyful around thee beholding, 
All Saints, unanimous, all Angels join in applauding 
With thine own ContSence ang bim thy Views far'ever: 
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On the Gop of TasTz, 
Tranſlated from Mr. Voltaire's Temple de Goit, 


Here's not an Author but he loves, - 


Who has the Talent to engage, 0 
Mildly he cenſures, without Rage, 
But with high Tranſport he _ F 
| Melpomens all-charming by, 0 F 
To him her mournful Heroes ſhews, 
Their every Fault the Godhead views, N 
/ 
But it is with * Eye. 
Accurs Al who always ſteel their Mind, 1 
Nor know to melt at others Woes. 
Great God of Tafte! no Place ſhall thoſe | 
In thy bleſs'd Temple ever find. N | 
; 3 
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A Load of Ornaments he wears, 
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The G o 5 of TAS T xs Charge to his 


Favourites. 


* deareſt Favourites adieu, 
With every Muſe's Faveur wack. 
O let not Paris ever view 
Upon my Throne my Rival placed. 
Falſe Taſte I know will ſhun with trembling, 
Before ſuch piercing Eyes to ſhew him; 
For you in ſpite of his diſlembling, 
By theſe ſure Marks will quickly know him, 


His Voice is formal, ſet his Eyes; 
His Mein affected, forc'd his Airs, 
His Geſture ſtiff, his Speech preciſe. - 
He takes my Name, and plays my Part ; 
But you the Cheat with Eaſe may know, 
For he is but the Son of Art, | 
And I my Birth to Nature owe. 
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To the Over-nice Ca1Ticks, | 


TD E not fo ſcrupulouſly nice, 
Methinks you- rather ought to praiſe 
The manly Freedom of their Phraſe, * 
Where Luck the want of Care ſupplies. 
Rather with this illuftrious Band 
Some trivial Errors I'd commit, 
Than with ſq ſcrupulous a Hand, 
Stand weighing every Word that's wtit. 
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EPIGRAM. 

On a Lady. who died in Child-birth, 
\H E Breath, which this reſigns, while that receives, 
One comes into a World, the other leaves, 

His Cares are all to come, her's all are paſt, 

The Son's firſt Moment proves the Mother's laft. 
His Life, her Death, her Death his Life ſupplies, 
He kills in Birth, and ſhe in bearing dies. 
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PIGRAM, 


On ViRGcir. 
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H\ Y Works, while reading, nevercan offend. 
Their only Fault is that they have an End. 
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